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You of the finer sense,
Broken against false knowledge,
You who can know at first hand,
Hated, shut in, mistrusted:
Take thought.
1 have weathered the storm,
I have beaten out my exile.
Ezra Pound
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Golden Hour
by Megan Van Horn
The sky is blue wrung out
of a watercolor brush, into
a metal-basin sink. Swallows
rattle along the tin roof, and the
milkweed hums in time with the
freeway.
Watch the rise and fall of
goldfinches in the evening, dead
weight dropping and resuspending.
Swirl your glass one more time, for
me. The wine-stain blush at the
bottom is from yesterday's sunrise.
Look at the highlights in the
tall grasses. Blonde again, like your
knuckles brushing against mine, like
the sun, warmed on the dashboard. Like
the song that plays once the screen
door has closed.
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The Hunt
by Dingxi Lu
"Are they heading this way?" the man asks. He throws another chunk of wood in the
fireplace.
"I don't know, Dad." The boy glances through the window. "I think they are still
breaking into houses ... couple blocks away from us."
"Now, listen." The man turns his face toward the boy. "Promise me you will remember
what to tell them when they reach you - tell them I went to your uncle's place, and where is
that?"
"Peking, but Dad .. ."
"Yes, I went to Peking with your mother. We went to your uncle's funeral. Now say it
again."
"I know what to tell them, but..."
"No. No. You have no clue." The man grabs his son's shoulders. "You have no idea what
these people want from you, and that's exactly what I need you to remember. Now say it
again, where did I go?"
"You went to uncle's funeral. Peking."
"Exactly. Now give me that last chunk of wood."
"But, where did Mom go?"
The man stares at his son for a second, and then looks away. He settles his eyes outside
the window. Some specks of light seem to glow along the horizon. He assumes the red
guards have lit some nearby houses on fire.
"Your mother left," the man says. "And I need to get in the cave now."
The man walks away from the window. He comes up to the wardrobe in the corner
and opens it. There is a hole on the back, attached to the brick wall. He sweeps some dusty
clothes aside and squeezes himself inside.
"That's Mom's coat," the boy says.
"That's right." The man curls himself in the hole. It fits him perfectly.
"Shut the wardrobe doors," the man says.
"No .
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"Boy, I said shut the doors."
"That's Mom's only coat." The boy looks squarely at his father. "It's below zero out
there."
There is a short silence.
"Listen," the man says. "You don't have to know everything."
"I need to know about her," the boy says. "She would never leave us- at least not like
this."
"Do you know what's happening out there?"
"Dad, just tell me what happened to her- "
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"They're hunting us," the man says, not looking at his son. "and they won't stop unless
we give them what they want."
"I know what the guards are supposed to do. But why does it concern Mom-"
"To do what? They are supposed to safeguard the purity of the party? Your mother
also said she had faith in the commune-she is a terrible liar."
The man pauses. At the end of his street he hears sounds of people marching.
"You have no clue, do you?" The man clutches his hair. "She couldn't teach any more.
The students dragged her out of her class and made her parade through the streets, with
chains around her neck They called her an enemy of the people. They made her march with
a blackboard, chalked with her name and crimes she had never committed, until the weight
collapsed on her. Tormenting her body and treading on her dignity-these were their
methods. They expected her to succumb, to confess."
"She didn't talk, did she?"
"I begged her to give up, but never say a word. She was too proud. So I said: 'Your
pride is worthless if you can't bear its weight.' She told me that her body was worthless if it
couldn't defend her pride. She didn't get it-she couldn't swallow it...the truth that we were
no longer standing on the same land we once swore to love-"
"Dad, what did you do?" the boy says, not looking at his father.
"I gave them what they wanted," the man says. "She neither had to bear the torment
nor the pain if she-"
"If she had confessed?"
"Yes."

The fire is out. Both the boy and his father hear the crowd approaching, shouting
something about Chairman Mao.
"Revolution is no crime!" The sounds are down the street.
"They're coming," the man says. "You know what to tell them."
"To tell them that you gave up on Mom?"
"What are you talking about? I did this for us-you don't know what I undertake to
protect this family."
"Neither do you. They are still after you, Dad."
"The students promised to pardon us if-"
"Dad, you kill Mom."
"This is absurd, boy. She is safe behind bars. We'll see each other again when this is
over."
"They'll beat her to death there."
"No, you don't know that."
"Revolution is no crime! Rebellion is justified!" The sounds are near.
"Shut the doors now, boy. Don't worry, they won't do anything to you as long as they
don't find me."
"Revolution is no crime! Rebellion is justified! Long live Chairman Mao!" The sounds are
at their porch.
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''I'll tell them what you said." The boy shuts the wardrobe doors.
"Open the door! Open the fucking door!"
The boy walks up and opens the door.
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Bodies Among Mt. Everest's Cliffs
by Sam Rice
Blank and mirrorless
mountains reach for the sky,
neighbors on their backs unsure
of their surroundings.
So desperate to plant a flag,
lovers sway from their paths
treading foreign lines into the
white landscape as children
with crayons mark sterile printer paper.
They swirl like the snow weighing down their coats,
traveling in circles around the sun until they are
found on a snowy cliff, hidden among layers of
the same thing and laying on two
sides ofthe same mountain.
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The Echoed Elk
by Elsie Humes
That region of the woods is still frosted.
Some old, dirty with a crusty outer
some new, downy, indefinitely at two inches.
The elder bull releases a three pitched callThe hierarchy is chiseled, rugged and deep in the mountains veins.
At dusk there is stillness in the air. If the hull's blood freezes in darkness
it is from the old order and with ease he rests, but as the snow melts,
a cover scent catches on shrubs and pinesThe race is rigged. With a head start of 600 mph
the rifle sound is masked by the bawl. He is loud and definitive
because for that second the order is gone and his sound must
be echoed. His last attempt, a human shriek.
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Date Night
by Isabel Randolph
My husband was born this morning,
a little pink, screaming thing.
By breakfast he can sit, and walk,
at lunch he'll be able to feed himself.
We met in the darkened hour of
after dinner drinks downtown.
By the second martini I didn't notice
his dark hair shifting grey.
Now I know to keep the wheelchair
in the back of the van,
right next to the children's car seat.
Some people store umbrellas in their trunks,
it's practically the same thing.
We don't stay out past 11 o'clock:
I have an old man to kiss goodnight
and put to bed before the new morning.
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The Feathers of an Addict
by Iryna Klishch
The murders were sultry, red. At least I'd imagined them to be. I first heard of them
while standing half naked in mama's tomato garden. The wind was heavy, swollen with rain
and pressing itself hard against my thighs, intrusive, like fat leather. The fire had eaten my
wrists like a roach so they were decorated with slices of burn scars and were constantly
stung with mosquito bites. Mama always said the reason for our tragedies was because I
had swallowed feathers as a child, and although I was never quite sure what she meant by
this, I always laughed.
But it wasn't always like this. When we were children, Marie and I would swim in
the green pond, eat strawberries that tasted like hot nectar and rain, caught fish with
broken glass bottles-we were loud. Our laughs staining air, our hair boiled with salt and
sand and something that tasted like gasoline, but was never quite gasoline. And on days
where it was too grey to go outside, we slept late and spent afternoons baking lemon bars
and poppy seed cake, always using too much egg yolk and vanilla extract. During summer
nights, we looked at a garden of fire and watched the flames escape into space, churn into
stars then burn up and bounce back into our earth. Once, Marie and I set up a yellow tent in
the garden and spent the afternoon dizzily watching bees float around pepper-red dahlias.
Once, mama took us to the circus and as the darkness swallowed us, I thought about all the
ways there were to skin an animal, and all the ways there were to love one.
I often imagined Marie's lungs to be an orchestra. A devil-like, hard orchestra where
the notes were scattered and cold, long and low, stretching, metal, blue. She gotten sick
somewhere around Easter and spent the next two years between white sheets and floral
wallpaper, eating pills and yolk. I bought her a pair of stockings for her seventeenth
birthday and she tried suffocating herself with them. For her eighteenth, I let her pierce my
right earlobe. I had read somewhere that you were supposed to hold a cold apple against
the back of the ear, but Marie convinced me otherwise.
"You won't even feel it." She said. But she went slow, slower than I thought was
necessarily, the hot needle like wax, and when we'd discovered we had lost the small
diamond stud from mama's jewelry box, Marie insisted we leave the needle inside my ear
so the hole wouldn't close.
The house burned down in late October. It was loud. And afterwards, the sky looked
as if someone had painted it with orange gauze. Mama pressed me against her neck and I all
I could think about was how oddly she smelled of onions while everything else was red and
hot and swollen. Later in the investigation, men with big mouths would ask if I thought
Marie was capable of starting the fire. I always said no even though I could feel the organs
inside of me turn to black sugar.
Things were different after. Every time I was around Marie, I thought my teeth were
going to fall out. One Saturday morning in particular, mama made us pull weeds from the
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yard and Marie asked to see my scars. Hesitantly I showed her: she lingered her fingers on
their moss brown spines for a while, before digging her nails into me with full force.
After the fire, mama made a lot of visits to jail. To see a father Marie and I had no
recollection of. We were never really sure what he was in for, but Marie was convinced it
had something to do with killing two women. I asked to go with mama once, mostly
because the idea of being left alone with Marie kept frightening me, but a part me of was
curious to meet a man I only heard so often about, who gave me honey eyes-no, syrup
eyes, whose lips I wore on my face like velvet.
"You can't go," Mama had said, the kettle so loud I kept wincing, "Someone has to
stay with Marie." She was getting better. It was slow, her skin the color of paprika now, her
tongue a darker shade of white. After school, when mama was at work at the deli, I was in
charge of filling the tub for Marie's bath. Afterwards, I would drain the water to find clumps
of skin she'd shed, ripe, the color of rust. I was scared that eventually she'd be only bone
and teeth. But I always found her, in lace garments, prompted on her elbows, chewing
mangoes, watching some documentary on the television. Sometimes I'd linger in the
doorway to watch her. Because she didn't know I was there and that felt powerful. And that
felt good.
Somewhere in late December, we got a letter from our father. He was out and living
in Kentucky, working at a gas station, taking classes at the community college. He asked for
money. Mama laughed and threw the letter in the trash, but later that night I saw Marie,
grease stains on her nightgown, hair mangled with different soaps and scents, a small
mouth the color of birch, pressing her palms against the beige envelope.
The months to come were strange. I stopped biting my nails. Marie was healthy. She
had gotten herself a boy: mama and I didn't like him because when we asked where they
had met, he shrugged and helped himself to a cold beer from the fridge. The only things he
had told us was the he was twenty-two and wanted to write war novels. I had started
spending most of my days volunteering, I ran with a blind boy, him tightly gripping my
upper elbow as we ran in sync. I would awaken with bruises, yellow-sawdust sprinkled
against milk. Some of them would deepen into shades of magenta, I never said anything.
It was after one of our runs where I'd decided to half-strip in mama's garden. I liked
sitting in between the tomatoes, buried between the red, the green, the earth.
"Where are you?" Marie shouted. But she saw me before I could answer, "Someone
murdered pops."
It's a very strange thing, losing someone. The next few days were quiet. Mama cried
and I brewed plum tea for everyone: neighbors and old friends wearing black, wearing
lipstick, swallowing words, handing me plates of small caviar sandwiches, making our
entire house smell of sage and paint fumes. Marie did not eat for three days. I did not know
why we were grieving. But I was too tired to ask.
There were two bodies found. Both in a sea-weed colored swimming pool, both with
their teeth missing. The other body, was said to be our father's girlfriend, a large woman
with brass hair and no family.
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Two weeks later, there was a knock on the door, they asked for Marie, I couldn't
stop staring at the flies circling the fluorescent light bulb. I heard a high-belly pitched cry
that had to have belonged to mama. Marie had hung herself in the upstairs attic, matches in
her overalls, feathers by the window.
The flies did not stop circling the bulb that night, even when I had turned off the
lights.
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Recession
by Stephanie Gorsek
My grandfather
once told me that
The Great Depression
taught him a lot about joy
and ironically
it gave him a lot of work to do.
I guess he has that alphabet soup to thank:
WPA and CCC and FOR
and ABC
and other alphabets
that come in three.
Somewhere,
past the roads
near a church
and tomato garden
was a park I went to
my whole life.
At six, I had a spitting contest
with a girl whose hair
was chain-link straight.
She won.
At eight, I was able to master
the monkey bars
the adult monkey bars
the ones that were taller
than a streetlight.
At twelve, I gained five pounds
from the atrocious amounts of ice cream
I managed to guzzle down
each summer
by the pool.
At sixteen, my hormones,
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exploding like fireworks,
craved only for the night
and hide and go seek tag.
At twenty-one, I had to
make up a story
on why the kiddie slide
donned a shiny gold stain.
And I was told
to drink responsibly.
At twenty-six, she said
yes
and challenged me
to another spitting contest.
She won.
At around . . . fifty-something
I lost my job
and tripped over a wordy stone
in a small dense forest
of the park.
At that moment, I remembered
my grandpa.

18

Witness
by Julia McDaniel
When my dad told me about the disease,
he described it as stitch-ripper
in her mind-not a crumbling tragedy,
but a breaking open, an avalanche
of memory. I take the jigsaw puzzle
of the wild horses on the beach, but she speaks
only of sand, how she misses it in Minnesota,
where she doesn't live anymore.
And then I am a ghost, not a granddaughter.
She goes on about the fence they must build
in the yard to keep the strays out,
and I study the mark on her forearm
she got from putting it up.
In her frenzied speech, there is an un-scarring;
empty oflandmarks, her life is beginning.
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CALENDAR
by Laura Lussier
Every time she wanted to immortalize a moment, she took out needle and thread, dipped in
blue
ink, pierced the skin. With precision, she tattooed until ink stuck and stained, small spots
dotting
a row on her forearm. Eight so far this year:
January 11, breakfast, warm grapefruit halved with brown sugar, a candle in the center
January 26, a small leaf that spent the day in her hair, found before bed
February 12, six almonds left on the table by the window, sunlit snack
March 04, floating on her back, stars tapestried above, midnight swim
March 08, clocks rewound, the days now longer
May 19, rain soaked socks
May 23, a new freckle on her nose
June was empty
July 02, tide pools and green snail shells
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Other Laws of Physics
by Julia McDaniel
1.
My father, with his brisk, fumbling hands,
should not have handled glass. He had failed
to Jearn the fine science of matter not just once
but many times beyond me. There was something
about the softness of the wrong woman's lips
that pressed his mind to the skeletons
of ash, the ones tucked precariously between
the thrum of his heart and the molting threads
of his suspenders. He should have studied
the nature of refracted light instead. After she left him,
the woman he could not Jove said he had been haunted
by a room of perfectly efficient mirrors, never grasping
what it would contain except for the latent glow
of its own intensity. What could she understand
of a lapsed physicist with no consolation
but the angel wings he carved out of sapphire shards?
They were never meant for her, she knew:
they belonged to his theory of faultless edges,
as if he could encage transcendence in the grip
of his shuttered windows.
2.

On Sundays, we rise together in that blistering,
early-morning blue. The sunlight floods
the kneeling angels' faces with some fear
or awe that is almost alive. It is never in their wings:
I've traced them closely through the service
because I do not believe in god, and you hold my hand
although you say I have placed my faith in a science
no Jess terrifying than yours. I am here
because you are here. Because I've heard you say
you Jove me and caught the prayer in that same
exhaling breath, because when you bend your head
over your Bible although you do not need the words
I see how you might look when you are whole
and brimming to your edges and yet alone.
Because there is a certain peace as the angels
wait for you to find me again, to pull closer
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as our eyes meet. Do you not see? They wait
in the room of our own infinity.
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Primary Colors
by Allie Vugrincic
Walter Brown was frozen where he stood. From the stoop of his house on 8th
avenue, he hadn't seen the yellow mustang rounding the corner, and the driver of that
mustang, it seemed, hadn't seen his neighbor striding across the street.
The woman had waved to Walter, and smiled, and started across the road like she
had something important to say. It struck him that he didn't know her name. She'd lived
there forever, or so it seemed- truth be told Walter had no idea when the woman had
moved into the little white house across the street. She had merely been a part of the
aesthetic of the neighborhood from his narrow view out the window. Every morning she
would walk out to her little Blue Volkswagen Beetle at the same time, dressed smartly in a
pair of good slacks and a blouse, and head off, Walter presumed, to the city. People who
dressed like that always worked in the city, or else wanted to work in the city. Walter had
never noticed her before, but now, looking at her still face staring up from the pavement, he
had the idea that she might have been beautiful.
A gentle wail rose on the summer breeze, like someone was calling from far away.
She had been coming to talk to Walter, but why? He recalled mindlessly waving to the
woman once or twice when they both happened to be on their way to their cars-his, a
black BMW, utterly ordinary next to her charming little car. He'd known it by the color
before, that blue, like the way he imagined the ocean would look if you stared out from
some remote island. Now he saw other things, too: a charm dangling from the dash, a
scrape along the back bumper, a flower window sticker. That Volkswagen had a past, a
story, and maybe the woman did too.
Red danced down the street as the ambulance arrived. Red, Walter noticed. Walter
felt he was noticing a lot of things, like the way that the blood spattered on the pavement
looked like freckles, maybe the very freckles he saw spattered across his own face in the
mirror every morning.
The EMTs rushed over, but they knew there was no need. The woman was gone, and
all that remained was her Blue Volkswagen, still in the driveway, and the red on the
pavement, and the yellow mustang that came and went with only the sounds of engine and
bone cracking.
Walter suddenly wished he were downtown, looking out across the Monongahela at
the antique lifts that still clung to the Incline. Sometimes, when Walter was feeling
frivolous, he would buy a ticket and take the lift, just to stand at the top, see the same sights
he always saw, and go back down.
The woman was covered with a white cloth, and the cops arrived. They asked
Walter a bunch of questions that didn't make a lot of sense to him, like "What did you see?"
When all he said was "red," the officer asked again. Walter said, "Red, I saw red and
blue and a fleeting yellow." The cop's brows knitted together into what looked like one big
brow to Walter. He told Walter he was a witness, and Walter thought, why would I be that?
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"You know," Walter said, "I've never had my first kiss."
The officer lowered his pen and raised his eyes slowly. He had asked Walter if. the
driver had swerved.
Walter walked away then, and the officer let him. He slipped closer to the scene of
the accident, intimately close, and stared as the EMTs lifted the body onto a stretcher and
hid it away in the rear of the ambulance. Had she ever had a first kiss? She seemed the type
who would have had one, maybe by the fountain at the point just at dusk when all the lights
were coming on. It would've been romantic, and it would've been with someone who she
thought she loved.
"I would've liked to kiss her," Walter said.
One of the EMT's looked up. She was a young woman, though not too young. Her
brown hair was tied carefully back in a high ponytail to keep it well out of her face, and she
had freckles just like Walter.
''I'm sorry?" the EMT said.
"I said I would've liked to kiss her. I didn't know her that well, but I think it might
have been nice."
The EMT stared at Walter. Her eyes were murky blue, like the rivers that ran
through downtown. Walter remembered sitting on a bench once and watching a tiny
tugboat move a huge rusted barge. It seemed like such an impossible thing, what that boat
was doing. It pushed upriver, carrying ten times its weight without a complaint. Did it ever
wonder if there would come a day it wouldn't make it up the river? A day when its engines
would die, and the barge would be set adrift with nothing left to carry it onward?
A second EMT pushed between Walter and the brown-haired woman and retrieved
something indistinct from the ambulance. The brown-haired woman watched her
coworker, and Walter watched her, and neighbors and spectators gathered around the
scene and watched Walter and the cops and the freckles on the pavement. The world felt
like too much, like it was choking Walter and that in a moment it would all be over for him
and he might die without ever kissing anyone.
When the EMT looked away, Walter leaned in and kissed her, a quick soft movement
that was not meant to obtrude.
The EMT's face reddened, and Walter wondered if he had done something wrong.
Maybe he had. Maybe he had been the one to hit the woman with his car. Walter suddenly
wasn't sure.
"Oh," the EMT said.
"Sorry." Walter didn't know why he was apologizing.
"It's okay," she said, and she shifted her weight. The red lights from the ambulance
kept changing the color of her face, and as the crowd grew around the scene a wild din
began to rise.
"I don't think it is okay," Walter said, and he slowly walked back to his house,
wishing there was less red in the world and more blue.

24

Edinburgh
by Olivia Geho
Even in early morning light,
the alleys trap darkness keep secrets 600 years old
about battles between classes, disease,
and our falling out, a dynamic
muted by the ancient walls,
left unsaid even after we boarded
the train back home.
I don't know if it was your subtle hints
or my persistence in ignoring them,
but we shared silent dinners,
sipped lattes in the empty cafe,
stared out at the stone maze
that swallowed our voices.
We climbed a mountain, looked down
on the city from Arthur's seat,
pressed our hands to the frigid compass
cemented to the rock in hope it would send us
in different directions on the way down
but we were only hushed by the wind pushing hair into our mouths.
On the train, I leaned on the window you drew magpies gliding deftly down cliff sides and
never looked up
because we'd spoken every word
into the bricks we touched
and the coffee mugs we cradled
on our lips while avoiding one another's gaze.
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Seven Sisters Cliffs
by Olivia Geho
I did not fall down the 300 foot cliff
because I was lying on my stomach
so I could poke my camera lens over the edge
and shoot straight down at the waves that rolled
against the white chalk.
You swung your legs recklessly
back and forth, knees hooked the edge,
gaining the kind of momentum
my brother did when he jumped from the swing
and broke his arm.
You glanced between your knees, and tilted
a little farther. My camera cards slipped
from your jacket pockets.
Your fall made a Fibonacci spiral
like the fossils we found on the beach below.
My shoes scraped against the gravel.
Vlfeak fingers pinched your sweater
that slipped from my grasp.
You flipped head over feet then flattened out.
A long, thin splash engulfed your body.
You sank below the thumping waves.
My empty hands grew numb from the breeze,
throat strained from a scream I don't remember.
Your hounds tooth scarf swayed in the surf,
the fringe like a fancy fishing bobber.
Before hiking to the top, we found a dead fox.
Its broken body washed up for us to find
in a cove by the cliff. Wet fur flecked with sand
covered the lumps of shattered bones,
limp, too thin to have died weeks ago.
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Haltingly
by Mattie Shepard
My lips tasted like
buttered noodles and
tangerine chapstick,
my fingers
smelled like crayons
and industrially washed silverware,
I did not understand
DNA polymerase or eukaryotic cells,
but I knew that no matter
how many times I traced
the scar on my left hand,
it would never
bring me closer to the answers.
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The Star
by Keenan Brooks
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The Empress
by Keenan Brooks
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Wheel of Fortune
by Keenan Brooks
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Recompense
by Megan Van Horn
i.

We step over the backs of
Germans and Italians ringed
in circles around granite obelisks
on our journey to the olive
grove. My grandmother gave me
her floral-patterned umbrella
to shield my forehead from
mo re freckles, and my other hand
carries a plastic bag, three
oranges, and a trowel.
ii.

My grandmother's fingers loop
around the crook of my elbow as
we bear down on the olive grove
and the backs of our companions,
off in the distance and smudged
against the glare of afternoon sun.
iii.

My brother skips ahead next
to my uncle, impatiens in his
arms, and my mother carries
a lighter and a coffee can, my
fa ther the jug of water and
bottle of rice wine.
iv.
We ring ourselves two
rows deep around my
grandfather and light
bonfires in the olive grove
to keep him warm. The
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The Ring of Kerry
by Alexandra Parthun
I had never preferred the open air.
My shoes were always too nice for mud,
and when we ran off that bus,
I watched only my feet as we climbed
down the incline of bumpy rocks.
But the moment that my shoes hit the gray sand,
I looked up.
The ocean glittered and the sun's
sudden glare hit my eyes.
Smooth black rocks rose around me,
fra med by patches of vibrant grass that blew in the breeze.
I stood in the center of it all,
and the earth finally felt big enough.
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In Boston, MA
by Man vi }alan
This is not me. This body is a sliver of a reflection of me,
This is not me, sitting in a stranger's house, wine glasses
on the table, hip-hop's greatest hits in the background.
TV chef Julia Child taught me the best way to cook a whole chicken.
The secret is patience, you need to sit it in the marinade for over four
hours and use an entire bottle of the best red wine. That way,
the skin chars into crisps ,catching fire quickly, sealing the flavour.
This can't be me, I never saw it happen, I never saw him peel
my pants off. It wasn't me, he told to come back for another taste.
I told you, this is not me, no, my breath is yet to leave my shaking lungs.
Now, she says, after the skin is golden, have a little taste, a test. My
breath comes in short bursts and won't give. Scream, scream,
but my teeth lost the bite. Careful, Julia says, don't let it
burn you, the fire is hot. Blow it out. It wasn't me, but then
why do I have the wounds to prove it?
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The Mist, excerpt
by Jen Krista!
Adam watched the steam from the shower curl off his body and up through the
ventilation system. It came off of him in small strands, weaving themselves through the air
as if they played some part in a universal tapestry. Being a piece of art, of course, would
mean that someone would have wanted to really look at him. He cringed at the thought,
annoyed that there was even a hint of exhibitionism left in his sack of blood and bones.
Some things weren't meant to be on display. He'd felt this way since he was very young,
protesting whenever his parents wanted him to pose in pictures with his younger sister.
He'd always done it of course, and looked solemnly at the lens of the camera, his long hair
in pigtails. Years later, his parents began to listen to his reasoning as to why he'd rather not
be in the forefront of any oftheir holiday cards. One holiday season, Adam's mother let him
sit out of the family photoshoot. The year after, the family stopped sending them altogether.
After staring at the ceiling while dragging soap around his stiff body, he fumbled for
the faucet. He pulled the towel off of the command strip hanger and yelled to his roommate
that he'd be a bit longer. Wrapping the towel closely around his hips, he touched the face of
the mirror with his palm and wiped off the steam that accumulated during his shower. At
first, he only wiped away enough of the steam to see his face. His dark eyes looked back at
him out of the shadows staining his skin from sleepless nights. Even the luster of his
naturally tan complexion seemed to have been washed off in the shower. His pulse
quickened in response to his reflection. He moved his hand against the glass again, wiping
away more of the condensed steam. He stopped at his shoulders, took a deep breath and
continued on, revealing his torso, all the way down to the towel wrapped securely around
his waist.
The doctors had told him what sorts of things he could expect after the procedure:
his chest would be tender, his scars would fade as the months went on and that he should
apply some healing cream if he wanted to help his skin recover. His chest expanded and
contracted with each breath that he took. The scars still stained his chest, though the
swelling seemed to have gone down. He removed his hand from the glass and ran his hand
down the front of his torso. For the first time since his mother had allowed him to get a
buzz cut at the age of 13, he smiled. Though he'd never be a male model, his twig-thin body
was getting closer to looking the way it was supposed to, his muscles developing in the
right places and hair growing in places that were absolutely unladylike. He touched his
chin, admiring the small amount of scruff that had gathered. He didn't feel like shaving
today. He kept his towel tucked closely to his waist and called out, "Kasey, the bathroom's
all yours."
Adam walked out of the bathroom, chest bare against the warm air circulating in his
shitty apartment. Magazines, textbooks and a suspicious looking pizza box littered the floor
of the small apartment common room. He'd have to remember to clean it after he restocked
the fridge this afternoon. His roommate lounged on the shabby chair they'd picked up off
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the side of the road a few months ago, saying they'd replace it when they had time. Between
band practice, class and the occasional odd job, it seemed that they never wanted (nor
actually had) the time, so the chair had stayed through the end of summer into the mid -fall
weather.
Adam stood, shoulders back and relaxed, waiting for his roommate to notice him.
After a few seconds, Adam cleared his throat and Kasey finally looked over, "Hey, Adam.
Dude, you look great! How long's it been again?"
"Since the surgery? Uh, a few months I guess." Adam crossed his arms over his chest,
still feeling awkward without at-shirt serving as a body of armor.
"Cool. Let's hit up the gym tomorrow. We can start working out to impress the
ladies," Kasey smirked. He was wearing the screen-printed shirt Adam designed based on
their band's logo, a replica of the shirt that Adam had refused to wear before the surgery, as
it had been too tight on his chest.
"Yeah, yeah, I would but we have class. Hey, I'm going to head out soon to pick up
some groceries. You need anything?" Adam had already turned his back to his friend,
fidgeting to fasten the towel more tightly against his hips.
''I'm good. I'll see you when you get home." Kasey went back to staring at the
television as he'd been when Adam entered.
Adam strolled into his room and headed towards the window, cracking it slightly,
feeling the cool wind slip into the space around him. The sky was littered with clouds, but
there was no sign of rain on any of the weather radars today. He stood there for a few
minutes, basking in the cool fall air, then made his way over to his dresser, pulled open the
first drawer, and clutched onto an ace bandage. He gripped it tightly in his hand, and stared
down at his chest for a second time.
He remembered his high school routine of tightly securing his breasts in these
bandages, sometimes so tightly it was hard to breathe, leaving angry impressions in his
skin when he'd remove them every night. He'd bound his breasts as long as he could
remember, watching videos online about the best techniques, or struggles that others in his
community had with binding. It had always seemed like a natural solution to an unnatural
problem. So, he'd wrap the parts of himself that he was ashamed of having tight enough,
almost as a punishment. He hadn't wanted to burden his parents, they already believing he
was some butch lesbian.
The tan bandages felt light, weightless. This second skin was one he could finally
shed, and he did so neatly, discarding it in the garbage bin in his room after ripping them in
a few places. He went back to his dresser and shifted around the contents of his top drawer,
the space he'd always set aside for his bandages. He looked down at his towel. There were
things that would be much harder for him to fix.
He grabbed a pair of boxers from his drawer, slipping them up his legs, as quickly as
he could manage, before removing the towel. The remnants of his female identity were still
there, in between his legs. Small steps. Maybe in a few years medicine would catch up to his
anatomical needs. For now, he'd make do with what he had. He quickly found a pair of jeans

and shirt, threw on a pair of Chucks and gazed at himself quickly in the mirror. He ~as
fairly confident that he'd pass today. He hadn't been the ~enter of unwanted attent~on from
· a 1ong wh 1"Je· Grabbing his wallet' he made h1s way out the door, shoutmg that
strangers m
he'd be back soon.
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Mundane
by Antrim Ross
But you know how it isyou know the way my thinking sticks
to mundane things.
It's why your shelves are full of pine cones,
of weedy wreathes
and bird bones.
All my sentiments are simple.
So, you shouldn't be surprised to find
that, even now, it's always you
I treasure, always you and all your kisses
thrown away like last week's paperI read them over, and over again,
in love with the drivel
that you couldn't stand.
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that mustard colored jacket
by Kirsten Elmer
it's dull like the dirt I drag
my heels through;
it burns like the sun in
my eyes ...
it's one of those bloated winter coats
that probably hisses against
its own fabric;
let's slice through it right down
your back;
let's wait and see ifyou'll bleed out
whatever's inside ...
let's climb the tallest building
and see how hard it is to
shoot you down;
you know you wore it the night
you left me four voicemails;
the night it was 16 degrees and you
hit me twice ...
I threw out the gloves that
touched my stinging cheek,
but I saw you wear it the next day;
I hope you know you have a
target on your back;
I hope they see you when it's that cold
next time ...
I hope you know that, because of me,
now all you'll ever be, is
that mustard colored jacket.
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Muse
by Sam Rice
I am standing straight
with wide arms, limbs arced
with the curvature of your
hips but please- allow me
to beg at your heels
(you look sublime
from the bottom up)
I am giving you my desk
space, lead and brain
so let me have it, now,
get your voiceswhispers and cries, rage and
effervescent love- release
the embrace from my
straining forehead and fall,
like the crumbling cap
of a mountain, onto the page.
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Pretty Girl from Pleasant Ridge
by Ryan Erickson
Of all the popcorn shops,
in all the towns,
in all the world,
I walked into hers.
I could never mistake the sound
of her voice behind the counterbut it wasn't really her voice,
not the one I heard
whispering sublime assurances of eternity into my ear,
as I lost myself in the infinities of her eyes
while we lay beneath the infinities of the sky
No, this voice was different,
void of the refreshing, dynamic musicality
it had previously carried amidst sunsets
or while butchering the lyrics to our favorite songs
barreling down the highway and into each other
with reckless abandon.
Paired with the clinking of the cash register,
her voice now sounded like a music box,
wound up with intentionality and only released to be heard
by children and mothers and elderly patrons,
a voice feigning innocence with the same melody every time.
When I checked out,
she used her music box voice on me, too probably because she assumed I had come there on purpose
in some delusional attempt to reconnect with her.
Had she watched my eyes as responsively as she used to,
back when a double wink meant disbelief
and aimless staring meant disillusion,
she'd have noticed me pass over the basket of Grape Tootsie Pops
despite my desire to hand her one at the register
the same way I had bequeathed those miniature confections
to her dozens of times before, in acts of gratitude, contrition, & meaninglessness
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She'd have noticed me refrain from buying that glass bottle of Mexican Coca Cola,
even though I wanted one,
because I knew to her it would mean I remembered
she had always indulged in one at a little corner store
with her friends after school.
She probably thought I wanted to get close to her again,
that I believed our presence across a counter from each other
surrounded by artificial sweetness
would somehow replicate the genuine bliss of our presence within each other
surrounded by blankets.
But the truth is
I couldn't have felt more distant from her,
not even if we were separated
by the same distance that we had once placed ourselves
in relation to the stars.
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Confined
by Mattie Shepard
You left me a
jackson Pollock painting,
each color
conflicting
overwhelming
all-consuming emotion
splattered across
the canvas of my brain.
I put myself on display,
hoping to be called beautiful
by strangers. They can appreciate
but not understand
the painterly work that went into this,
so after feeling worse than before
I retire to somewhere less public
and become my own sort of
Pollock-like mess.
When I was ready I
chipped off
every color one by one
until only flecks of you remained,
I have a whole new
arsenal of colors
and with sturdy brush in hand,
I'll spend hours, days, months, painting
until that canvas looks like me again.
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Small Town
by Isabel Randolph
My haircutter chews bubblegum
inches above my damp hair.
The shorn strands fall
and she tells me about the blue lights in a dark sky,
whooshing in the air
"and I was even half-sober!"
So it has to be real.
The buzz of the espresso maker
fails to drown out his voice,
"And can we talk about poets
who read from their phones during open mics?"
The pet-peeves of graduate students
who drink cheap beer
and five dollar drip coffee.
I stare at the tip jar while he swipes his card.
Old Stan calls from the other street,
"Hey, did you change your hair?"
I wave and then duck,
so he'll think I didn't hear.
Sometimes I don't even notice these details
about myself, let alone someone else.
"Well tell your mama I say hello!"
he calls before rounding the next corner.
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mint
by Emily Ables
the air from the window felt like -mint on my skin: cold-burning, hair-raising, life-saving. the
world sprinted past us as i watched her in the driver's seat, my chest swelling and
clenching to the beat of her fingers on the steering wheel. i leaned in to turn on the radio
and my arm brushed her hand; my heart beat made a new home on the spot where our skin
kissed. all the stations were full of mind-numbing static. every few seconds her head would
turn away from me, looking into the darkness outside our moving sanctuary, looking foridon't-know-what. i'm right here, i wanted to whisper, i'm right here, i wanted to smooth
back her hair and touch my lips to her ear. red glow, stop light, noiseless. our ears were
empty but my heart was full and she couldn't hear the thoughts i didn't dare to say so we
stayed where we were as the car lurched forward again. in the absence of the stars all i
could see was the moonlight brushing the slope of her nose, outlining the push of her lips.
the rest of her body was dim and featureless but i had already memorized every inch. i
tipped my head back on the hard plastic of the door-my vision shook, her silhouette
blurred. the full moon was visible through the windshield but it wasn't as interesting as the
milky glow of her kneecaps. i imagine her stopping the car, turning off the ignition. i
imagine her right hand moving from the stick shift. i imagine her tasting like mint.
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Cake, excerpts
by Kirsten Elmer
The long table was covered with a slippery tablecloth that had balloons printed all
over it. A handful of parents towered over me as they passed out thick and sagging slices of
cake, and the other four-year-olds pushed each other out of the way to get the piece with
the chunkiest icing. They started grabbing plastic forks and stuffing their faces while I sat at
the end of the table dragging my fingernail across one of the tablecloth balloons until it
deflated and wrinkled. No thank you, I can't have that, I told one of the mothers as she tried
to place a wilting paper plate with a heavy chunk of cake in front of me. She pulled her hand
back and held the plate close to her body, almost like she was afraid of me. After looking
down at the cake and back at me, she slowly and quietly asked me why. As I started
explaining, a few more parents started ignoring the other kids with icing all over their faces
and huddled around me. Just like always, here they were-my own audience.
At four, I couldn't really tell them what was wrong with me. At twenty, I can't either.
I know there is a long, jargon-filled description of "my problem," but I've never felt I could
do it justice. People always expect me to know the right words to make them understand
what's happening inside of me, and I've never wanted to let them down. All I have bothered
to know is that I can't have sugar, fructose, or corn syrup because my mother trained me to
write it on every field trip form since elementary school. I know that if I do have it I become
hypoglycemic, meaning my blood sugar drops too low, and I know what that feels like. In
seconds I become too tired and too hot and if I don't sit down soon enough I'll start to see
black and won't know where I am. I know this all happens because my liver is just kind of
fucked up. But at four, I guess I wouldn't tell you that.
"I don't have the right Pacmen inside of me," I told those birthday party mothers.
Some would laugh, some would continue staring, but they were all still waiting for me to
tell them more.
As a child, my mother used to tell me that everyone had little Pacmen inside of them
that digested food, but I was missing the ones that came for sugar. "They take too many
naps," or "they are very lazy workers," she used to say-I'm sure she was trying to teach
me some important life lessons here too, but I never really listened anyway. Sometimes it
was fun to pretend that she was right- those birthday party moms always ate that story
right up. Other times I'd get too angry and beg my mom to stop lying to me. But every time,
I would wish for the day that I could actually believe her; to be able to see it all as a game.
Instead I started looking for a reason behind every natural occurrence. I'd ask my mom
why the sky was blue and why the seasons changed and she could answer all of these
questions. But Mom, why are my insides so messed up? I used to make her cry.
But here, in front of my own audience at birthday parties or dinners at a friend's
house, I could tell them this Pacmen story and the entire room would fall silent as everyone
grabbed for my words and held them down in their minds. At four, at five, probably up until
ten, I could tell that story and control the room. I'd be the main lunchtime gossip among my

46

elementary school teachers in their lounge or a mythical rumor running through the fifth
grade. Out there I was a mysterious being like an undiscovered cave with gold lined walls.
The world out there always wanted to know more even though I didn't. I could feel
everything going wrong; I could feel that things were messed up inside. Words like "glucose
levels" and "enzymes" weren't going to make me stop staying in bed all day because it felt
like my organs were trying to turn themselves inside out. Those words wouldn't stop the
questions. Everyone always wanted to know more than I could make them feel.

** *
It was five a.m. on the morning of my fourth birthday, and I was sitting on the
bathroom counter with my mother wiping my face with a warm washcloth. I remember
how the bathroom lights hurt my eyes and how I kept looking out the window, seeing the
dark sky still hanging over us. Every time my mom went to rinse off the washcloth, I'd turn
around so I could see my face in the mirror. I was pale and my chubby cheeks hung low like
it was too hard for my jaw to hold itself up. There was nothing in my eyes; I can't be sad or
confused right now. I'm just tired.
Earlier that morning I had woken up so suddenly that it scared me. It wasn't for the
birthday presents that I knew were waiting for me downstairs or for the balloons that I
knew were tied around my chair at the kitchen table, but it was because I knew something
was wrong. My hands pressed themselves against my mouth and squeezed my lips
together, but I couldn't stop the vomit that spilled out and slid down my chin and onto my
favorite pajamas, my Winnie the Pooh onesie. Instead of running to get my mom with tears
rolling down my face, like I usually did, I ran into the bathroom and pulled out a new roll of
toilet paper. I pulled strip after strip off the roll and pressed them down onto my bed and
all over my onesie, trying to clean up. It was my birthday, and I didn't want to ruin it. I
didn't want to wake my mom up and make her mad.
Eventually the ripping sound of the toilet paper being pulled from the roll woke my
sister up, whom I shared a room with. She got up and turned all the lights on. I was caught. I
started crying.
Two years earlier I was in a grocery store with my mom. She always tells me this
story; how I cried and screamed when she placed me in the seat in the front of the cart and
would pinch her hands until she would pick me up and hold me. How when I later vomited
on her in that grocery store, and she rolled her eyes and thought not again. I was the third
child, babies spit up sometimes, this is just what mothers deal with. Her story always
changes here; sometimes she says she left right away when she realized I was sleeping and
wouldn't wake up; sometimes she still goes through the check out line with me in her arms.
She always says she had done this all before and she couldn't freak out over the little things
anymore. She always says how she placed me in the tub once we were home and I still
didn't wake up. Sometimes she says she drove to our pediatrician; sometimes she says she
called 911.
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Cake, excerpts
by Kirsten Elmer
The long table was covered with a slippery tablecloth that had balloons printed all
over it. A handful of parents towered over me as they passed out thick and sagging slices of
cake, and the other four-year-olds pushed each other out of the way to get the piece with
the chunkiest icing. They started grabbing plastic forks and stuffing their faces while I sat at
the end of the table dragging my fingernail across one of the tablecloth balloons until it
deflated and wrinkled. No thank you, I can't have that, I told one of the mothers as she tried
to place a wilting paper plate with a heavy chunk of cake in front of me. She pulled her hand
back and held the plate close to her body, almost like she was afraid of me. After looking
down at the cake and back at me, she slowly and quietly asked me why. As I started
explaining, a few more parents started ignoring the other kids with icing all over their faces
and huddled around me. Just like always, here they were-my own audience.
At four, I couldn't really tell them what was wrong with me. At twenty, I can't either.
I know there is a long, jargon-filled description of "my problem," but I've never felt I could
do it justice. People always expect me to know the right words to make them understand
what's happening inside of me, and I've never wanted to let them down. All I have bothered
to know is that I can't have sugar, fructose, or corn syrup because my mother trained me to
write it on every field trip form since elementary school. I know that if I do have it I become
hypoglycemic, meaning my blood sugar drops too low, and I know what that feels like. In
seconds I become too tired and too hot and if I don't sit down soon enough I'll start to see
black and won't know where I am. I know this all happens because my liver is just kind of
fucked up. But at four, I guess I wouldn't tell you that.
"I don't have the right Pacmen inside of me," I told those birthday party mothers.
Some would laugh, some would continue staring, but they were all still waiting for me to
tell them more.
As a child, my mother used to tell me that everyone had little Pacmen inside of them
that digested food, but I was missing the ones that came for sugar. "They take too many
naps," or "they are very lazy workers," she used to say-I'm sure she was trying to teach
me some important life lessons here too, but I never really listened anyway. Sometimes it
was fun to pretend that she was right- those birthday party moms always ate that story
right up. Other times I'd get too angry and beg my mom to stop lying to me. But every time,
I would wish for the day that I could actually believe her; to be able to see it all as a game.
Instead I started looking for a reason behind every natural occurrence. I'd ask my mom
why the sky was blue and why the seasons changed and she could answer all of these
questions. But Mom, why are my insides so messed up? I used to make her cry.
But here, in front of my own audience at birthday parties or dinners at a friend's
house, I could tell them this Pacmen story and the entire room would fall silent as everyone
grabbed for my words and held them down in their minds. At four, at five, probably up until
ten, I could tell that story and control the room. I'd be the main lunchtime gossip among my
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elementary school teachers in their lounge or a mythical rumor running through the fifth
grade. Out there I was a mysterious being like an undiscovered cave with gold lined walls.
The world out there always wanted to know more even though I didn't. I could feel
everything going wrong; I could feel that things were messed up inside. Words like "glucose
levels" and "enzymes" weren't going to make me stop staying in bed all day because it felt
like my organs were trying to turn themselves inside out. Those words wouldn't stop the
questions. Everyone always wanted to know more than I could make them feel.

** *
It was five a.m. on the morning of my fourth birthday, and I was sitting on the
bathroom counter with my mother wiping my face with a warm washcloth. I remember
how the bathroom lights hurt my eyes and how I kept looking out the window, seeing the
dark sky still hanging over us. Every time my mom went to rinse off the washcloth, I'd turn
around so I could see my face in the mirror. I was pale and my chubby cheeks hung low like
it was too hard for my jaw to hold itself up. There was nothing in my eyes; I can't be sad or
confused right now. I'm just tired.
Earlier that morning I had woken up so suddenly that it scared me. It wasn't for the
birthday presents that I knew were waiting for me downstairs or for the balloons that I
knew were tied around my chair at the kitchen table, but it was because I knew something
was wrong. My hands pressed themselves against my mouth and squeezed my lips
together, but I couldn't stop the vomit that spilled out and slid down my chin and onto my
favorite pajamas, my Winnie the Pooh onesie. Instead of running to get my mom with tears
rolling down my face, like I usually did, I ran into the bathroom and pulled out a new roll of
toilet paper. I pulled strip after strip off the roll and pressed them down onto my bed and
all over my onesie, trying to clean up. It was my birthday, and I didn't want to ruin it. I
didn't want to wake my mom up and make her mad.
Eventually the ripping sound of the toilet paper being pulled from the roll woke my
sister up, whom I shared a room with. She got up and turned all the lights on. I was caught. I
started crying.
Two years earlier I was in a grocery store with my mom. She always tells me this
story; how I cried and screamed when she placed me in the seat in the front of the cart and
would pinch her hands until she would pick me up and hold me. How when I later vomited
on her in that grocery store, and she rolled her eyes and thought not again. I was the third
child, babies spit up sometimes, this is just what mothers deal with. Her story always
changes here; sometimes she says she left right away when she realized I was sleeping and
wouldn't wake up; sometimes she still goes through the check out line with me in her arms.
She always says she had done this all before and she couldn't freak out over the little things
anymore. She always says how she placed me in the tub once we were home and I still
didn't wake up. Sometimes she says she drove to our pediatrician; sometimes she says she
called 911.
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My mom rarely talks about everything that followed this day. She usually tells me I
was a "smart baby" and leaves it at that. I'd spit out food and cry and stick my fingers in my
mouth and pull on my tongue. I'd even refuse baby formula. "Anything with a taste," she
used to tell me. Sometimes I could handle plain oatmeal, sometimes it'd come right back up.
It wasn't until I was fourteen that I learned that I spent nine days locked up in an ICU full of
premature babies hooked up to respirators. My mother met a woman who had her baby
five weeks early with underdeveloped lungs. I was born one week late, and on the outside I
looked fine. But I still had to have a feeding tube stabbed into my stomach.
At two I was diagnosed with hereditary fructose intolerance, or as I joke now, my
liver just isn't chill with sugar. After hearing the hospital story, I've never really pressed my
mom on what I ate as a toddler or how she learned to handle it as a mother. But when she
and the rest of my family weren't around, I'd use all these stories to get attention or to
impress my friends. Somehow going through something so traumatic sounds cool when
you have no memory of it. But there's a reason my mom won't talk about those nine days I
spent in the hospital or why she told me there were Pacmen inside of me. But there was
also a reason why I needed to use it all for attention. Everyone expected me to be sad about
it. Whenever I had those late nights with those too bright bathroom lights piercing my eyes
and getting vomit cleaned off my face in the bathroom, my mom would brush my hair
behind my ear and tell me she was sorry all of this was happening to me. I had to prove
them wrong.
At the end of freshman year, I found myself hanging out with this sophomore more
and more. It started out as nothing serious to me, as I'm sure it always does. He was more
of a novelty than someone I actually thought about committing myself to. He was more of
someone I could pull out of my back pocket with a single text whenever I wanted to. I knew
there would always be nights of falling asleep to Courage the Cowardly Dog on Netflix
waiting for me on the other end. I knew that he was everything I should want someone to
be, but I still couldn't let myself think that he was everything I did want.
Before I left for the summer, he told me about how much he missed his family and
how he couldn't go home to see them because he lived far away and it was too expensive to
fly. He told me about his father and how he resented him for leaving his mother when he
was nine. He told me what felt like everything there was to know about him and he opened
up and before I left that night he told me that he loved me.
But I never said it back. I said I needed time. When he asked me about my own
family I told him my mother and I had problems when I was in high school, and when he
asked me why I told him I'd tell him later. Because I resented the way she could never feel
what I felt but always pretended to.
He used to tell me it was alright, I could take my time; he'd still be here next year.
And I liked that, not because I actually thought I would eventually love him in time, but
because I could get this attention from him and I didn't even have to tell him. He didn't
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need me to tell him, at least not yet. Maybe one day I would have to, but maybe that day
would come when I was different; when I could get the words out without them feeli ng too
heavy in my mouth or without the callouses being ripped from my hands. Maybe things
could change.
The next year, he always told me he would cook for me someday. We could spend
the weekend at his brother's apartment with the big kitchen and the window by the fourperson table that you could see all of Cincinnati from. He would tell me this at two a.m., at
eight a.m., at twelve p.m., at six p.m. while I'm eating crackers for dinner and he's laughing
at me and seeing so much more for us when I still can't.
I kept telling him no it's okay, no I don't need that, but really I meant I don't want it;
I can't want it or else I'll start thinking about how unfair it is that I can't have it. Eventually
he caught on and stopped offering. He stopped telling me about the weekends we could
spend together, just the two of us. He stopped smiling at me from across the room or
kissing me goodbye at all of our ends. Sometimes I'd feel my teeth clench and resist the
urge to reach my hands out and pull him back. Sometimes I'd ask him why he didn't want to
stay and he'd say he was tired of trying when I wasn't. I'd say no, that's not it, you don't
understand, but I still couldn't cut myself open to show him why.
We stopped talking. Well, he stopped talking to me.
He brought me a cake for my twentieth birthday. It had been two months since I
had heard him say my name or laugh at the way my pants were always too short for me.
Two months of wishing for the chance to tell him why it went so wrong. Two months of
thinking maybe I do love him and knowing how I could fix everything but never being able
to.
This was the time where I was supposed to set the cake aside and say thank you; say
thank you, but I need to tell you ... And he would understand and appreciate how I finally
opened up to him.
I stared at the small circular thing. The white frosting looked lumpy and the floo r of
my mouth ached with a dull pain as I imagined the too sweet, too sugary taste against my
tongue. It read "Happy Birthday Kirsten" in a gel-like blue icing that reminded me of
toothpaste.
"Happy birthday," he said. He was still standing outside my door, his hands holding
it out to me. The smell of burnt popcorn was floating up the stairs and down my dorm roo m
hallway. My eyes stung.
"Thanks." I took it from him and put it on my counter. I turned back around to him at
the door, leaving it there so I could deal with it later.
"Don't you like it?" Don't ask me that. "1wasn't sure if you liked chocolate or vanilla
more, so I just went with vanilla. But if you don't like it, I could pick up something else for
you." Please drop it.
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waiting for me on the other end. I knew that he was everything I should want someone to
be, but I still couldn't let myself think that he was everything I did want.
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how he couldn't go home to see them because he lived far away and it was too expensive to
fly. He told me about his father and how he resented him for leaving his mother when he
was nine. He told me what felt like everything there was to know about him and he opened
up and before I left that night he told me that he loved me.
But I never said it back. I said I needed time. When he asked me about my own
family I told him my mother and I had problems when I was in high school, and when he
asked me why I told him I'd tell him later. Because I resented the way she could never feel
what I felt but always pretended to.
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And I liked that, not because I actually thought I would eventually love him in time, but
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eight a.m., at twelve p.m., at six p.m. while I'm eating crackers for dinner and he's laughing
at me and seeing so much more for us when I still can't.
I kept telling him no it's okay, no I don't need that, but really I meant I don't want it;
I can't want it or else I'll start thinking about how unfair it is that I can't have it. Eventually
he caught on and stopped offering. He stopped telling me about the weekends we could
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stay and he'd say he was tired of trying when I wasn't. I'd say no, that's not it, you don't
understand, but I still couldn't cut myself open to show him why.
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He brought me a cake for my twentieth birthday. It had been two months since I
had heard him say my name or laugh at the way my pants were always too short for me.
Two months of wishing for the chance to tell him why it went so wrong. Two months of
thinking maybe I do love him and knowing how I could fix everything but never being able
to.
This was the time where I was supposed to set the cake aside and say thank you; say
thank you, but I need to tell you ... And he would understand and appreciate how I finally
opened up to him.
I stared at the small circular thing. The white frosting looked lumpy and the floo r of
my mouth ached with a dull pain as I imagined the too sweet, too sugary taste against my
tongue. It read "Happy Birthday Kirsten" in a gel-like blue icing that reminded me of
toothpaste.
"Happy birthday," he said. He was still standing outside my door, his hands holding
it out to me. The smell of burnt popcorn was floating up the stairs and down my dorm roo m
hallway. My eyes stung.
"Thanks." I took it from him and put it on my counter. I turned back around to him at
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more, so I just went with vanilla. But if you don't like it, I could pick up something else for
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"No, I like it, it's fine. It's just that, well." Well what? There's Pacmen inside of me? I
knew that there weren't. For the first time I wanted to tell him everything; I wanted him to
know how I ruined my fourth birthday because I woke my mom up at five a.m., how
Thanksgiving sent me into a numb yet familiar depression each year, how cake scared me
because I knew I'd never get to celebrate living like everyone else did, how I wondered if I'd
ever want to celebrate living like everyone else did. But it all still felt too heavy. It bolted
itself down to the pit of my stomach, and no matter how much I wanted him to feel what I
felt, I'd never be able to get it out.
"Well, I just don't really like cake that much. But thanks," I told him. I still left it
sitting on the counter a few feet away from me.
"Oh," he said, "well we could go get dinner instead. Just to catch up."
"Actually, I'm just not that hungry right now." My fingernails pushed and wiggled
into the palms of my hands and my toes curled and uncurled inside of my shoes. It didn't
matter what I told him, if I could ever get the words out anyway; I still couldn't go out for
dinner dates with him, I still couldn't have picnics in the park with him, I still couldn't let
him or anyone for that matter shove wedding cake into my face or do any of those cliche
things happy people always got to do. (Where even is the nearest park?)
"Maybe we could do something else later this week then," he said. He had been
standing in my doorway this whole time, but now he started taking a step back and
glancing down the hallway toward the stairs.
"Yeah, just text me sometime." He nodded at me and then said goodbye. No kiss. No
hug. Just a nod and then he turned away.
And then he never texted me later. And I've still never cut myself open.
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Moonrise Kingdom
by Emily Ables

To be 19 in Boston
by Alex Curran-Cardarelli
We flashed a smile,
our Id,
and were given a bottle of Rose.
We smoked cigarettes
under the red table cloth
and winked at the boys across the room.
Soon enough,
we were swerving down Storrow Drive.
The buildings shone
with a blinding fluorescence.
It was as if each window had stolen a star,
and now space
was brooding over its loss.
Now,
in the Ted Williams tunnel,
everything turned a yellow haze.
Before we knew it,
we were on the Bunker Hill Bridge,
and Allison's perfect ballet bun was bobbing out the window.
She was saying goodbye
to her Rose, teenage dreams and gourmet cheese,
onto the magnificently, purple lit bridge.
Too soon,
we were on route 1,
driving away from the city
that stole the stars
from the sky.
Finally,
we were on a back road;
the Rose stained our memories black like the road before us.
Our teenage years left empty,
Just like our purses, stomachs, and gas tank.
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Sagrada Familia
by Jillian Koval
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Satin Pillows
by Jillian Koval
I sit here in silence
Under clouds of gray and goose down.
I hear the smack of shutters
Fluttering against old houses
That line the hills like fences
Made of individual livelihoods.
I thought I knew normalcy,
That I too could buy an old house
Against a hill and fill it with a livelihood.
But now I sit here in silence
Under a sky of goose down.
Above me there are satin pillows
Filled with feathers, just out of reach.
There are smoky curtains I cannot part
For arms too thin and brittle.
All around me there are houses.
All around them there are trees,
Reaching their ebony arms slick black with rain
Towards the satin pillows and the curtains
That neither of us can reach.
I sit here in silence before the wind
Who beats me to mourning
For the normalcy that hangs above my head
In clouds of gray and goose down,
In satin pillows and smoky curtains
Just out of reach.
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RUBY FRUIT
by Laura Lussier
Raspberry, you are a hat for each of my fingers.
Goose bumped blood orange skin, I peel you back
And you are rhubarb and beetroot, steeping pink, staining red,
Persimmon crown atop blushing mango skin,
Grooved peach pit under rose-colored fruit,
My plum. Purple skin, I bruise you with my lips. You are a pomegranate scooped out, naked,
I hold your sequined seeds sheathed in ruby fruit.
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Hunger
by Antrim Ross
Words
weren't in season
back then but we craved them
and stole together
by night
to the larder.
There,
in the light
of a bare bulb
we feasted,
filching surfeit
from the temperance
of summers.
You
tore a burlap sack,
I fashioned
the blindfold
and by turns
we hoodwinked
each other.
Hidden
from sight
we built temples
to taste,
took communion
in blind faith
from fingers.
Yours
were all vinegar
or pungent
with brine,
mine
were all syrup
and sugar.
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The Farmer
by Emily Carnevale
I woke to the kettle's whistle,
the sight of snow-dusted fields.
The flakes came down in clumps
as if to say, we will not melt away.
Not today, not today.
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The Ordeal of Draupadi/ Polarization
by Manvi Jalan
Bathed in milk and honey, woven in jasmine,
they told me, I was too man to be woman,
yet I was destined to unhinge the fate of my
men, of war. I am and forever remain the
Queen of the Palace of Illusions.
Lost to the vines of fate that entrap me.
Sold like a slave to my husbands
brothers, spit at my face you
Kunt, and then call me a whore.
They are men of many wives,
and I of many husbands unchosen.
That day, when the petals of time
unfolded our destinies within them,
and the tree in the courtyard shed
bright red petals, Yudhishthir had
with a roll of his dice, sold me to
the enemy.
That day, when they dragged me
by my hair and every man in the
room watched me with burning
desire, you Kunt let them expose
my naked body to satisfy your
ego and I learnt that men choose
themselves over their women.
But I am unnamed in my war,
and it took a century for them
to learn my name and hear
my voice. I who saved the men
from killing themselves. I the
Queen of the Palace of Illusions,
I, Panchaali.
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Springdale
by Michael Somes
When Grg'uzhakzh the defiler crawled out of a hole from god-knows-where and
enveloped Springdale in the shadow of his(?) grotesque majesty, town secretary Berenstein
knew he needed to print out more than one attendance sheet at this week's meeting. An
adjustment in the meeting agenda would also be appropriate. Generally, an agenda change
required approval of two other council members, but the meeting was in fifteen minutes,
and he figured funding for a commemorative plaque in the town square could wait.
The new agenda:
I. OH GOD OH GOD WE'RE ALL GOING TO DIE!
A. Calm down, everyone talk in turn.
B. Not without having a meeting about it we're not.
C. Requisition paper bags for the community to breathe into.
II. What does this mean?
A. Divine Punishment
1. Course of action
a. assign blame
b. repent
2. Prevention of repeat occurrences
a. return to the old ways
b. think of new ways
B. Earth's revenge for mistreating the environment
1. Course of action
a. assign blame
b. repent
2. Prevention of repeat occurrences
a. return to the old ways
b. think of new ways
III. What do we do about the monster?
A. Hope it will go away following the assignment of blame and a proper repentance.
1. It's best to assume it won't
2. Allow another moment for general townsfolk panic, offer the paper bag to
those who need it.
B. Then what?
Berenstein couldn't think of anything else for the outline, and he was running late,
so he decided to make copies of what he had. He stumbled into the council chambers at
7:03 and looked for someone to hand the new agenda to. Nobody was there. "Now, just
because an inexplicable, terrifying being crawls out of a hole and looms over the town
doesn't mean we can skip meetings." He addressed this to the portraits of secretaries past
on the bulletin board.
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Berenstein went from house to house and gathered the townsfolk to the meeting. "I
hope your decision to panic and skip the meeting covers new agenda point one." The
townsfolk checked their agenda sheets and nodded.
The mayor stood up. "How do we deal with this monster?"
"That is agenda point three Mr. Mayor. First we need to discuss what does this
mean, unless the agenda point is changed with the approval of a two-thirds council-" The
townsfolk all talked at once, offering suggestions on killing or appeasing Grg'uzhakzh and
drowning out Berenstein. The arrival of Grg'uzakhzh had collapsed everything into
disorder. The monster probably wasn't even in compliance with zoning laws.
Berenstein was not an angry man. He had thrown the occasional undignified
tantrum. Once, he had gotten so angry he waited a whole day before replying to an email
and wrote a really terse subject line in reply so the original sender could understand the
full range of his contempt for people who let their dogs off leashes in parks.
Berenstein stood up and called for quiet. Nobody heard him. He called again and
again. Fifteen minutes later, and a full forty-five minutes into the meeting (which had
already started late) Old-Man Hibbins walked in. The room fell silent. Berenstein (inspired
by a poster in his office featuring a kitten grasping a ball of yarn and captioned "seize the
moment") launched into his idea. "You see, the monster is standing on land not zoned
residential..."
Hibbins shot Berenstein a glare that told him exactly how vulnerable a juvenile
housecat can be. Berenstein sat down. Everyone chuckled. Berenstein's face got red. Mr.
Hibbins took a breath and, in tones that made the adjective sepulchral seem like it was
meant to describe a birthday party, rasped "we make an offering of virgins."
"What?" Everyone turned their heads. Oh god, Berenstein thought, I said that out
loud?
"Got a better idea, secretary?" Berenstein knew contemptuous pauses, and that was
the best one he'd heard in awhile.
Berenstein's mouth flapped open, and much to his horror, he said, "as a matter of
fact I do. Now, as I was saying earlier the land the monster is standing on is not zoned
residential, and the monster does not seem to be operating a small store or strip mall on
said land. I say we summon him to the next zoning meeting to explain himself, and slap on a
hefty fine, for opening up a non-approved operation of..." Berenstein looked out the
window at Grg'uzhakh and did some math in his head[l] "of considerable size."
"Did you really interrupt Hibbins to make a joke?" the mayor sighed.
Berenstein ground his teeth. "I'm serious."
Hibbins snorted, "What're you gonna do, walk over there and hand him a citation?"
Again everyone laughed. Berenstein realized if he backed out now he'd look even more
foolish than when he'd proposed the tax on unleashed dogs.
The townsfolk all watched from the window as Berenstein approached the monster.
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The grass in the shadow of Grg'uzhakzh was already dead and even seemed to be
blackening. Berenstein thought about adding that to the citation, but he figured that fell
under the jurisdiction of the neighborhood homeowners association.
Berenstein presented the packet. "Mr. G. Defiler, it has come to the city council's
attention that you are in violation of local zoning codes. We will require you to pay a hefty
fine and attend next week's planning and zoning meeting, the information is on your
paperwork" The monster did not react. He set the packet down and turned back toward
the city hall when he imagined Hibbins laughing at his failure and picking out which virgins
would be suitable offerings to the might of Grg'uzhakzh. "Fuck you Hibbins," he growled
and stapled the citation to one of the defiler's tentacles. He left at a speed balanced between
getting away as quickly as possible and still maintaining an aura of dignity.
Grg'uzhakzh must have finally noticed the citation, because there was a shriek like a
swarm of flies trying to imitate an elephant. Berenstein dove for cover, expecting to turn
around and see Grg'uzhakzh descending upon him. Instead Grg'uzhakzh was standing
where he always did; although he was holding the tentacle with the papers stapled to it up
to what Berenstein guessed was his face.
The planning and zoning meeting had the highest attendance on record. Everyone
was waiting to see ifthe monster would show up. Hibbins and his new "army of the pure"
greeted Berenstein at the door. They promised to slay the monster or give their young,
virginal lives trying. "They don't have a snowball's chance in hell," Hibbins confided, "I
couldn't find any volunteers for an outright offering." Berenstein made his way into the
packed council chamber. He wondered how they were going to fit Grg'uzhakzh, who was
twice as large as the entire town hall, into the meeting.
His musings were cut short by a cry of "honor, bravery, abstinence!" and a stampede
of townsfolk pushing to see the "army of the pure" charge Grg'uzhakzh. The monster
brushed them aside. There were no survivors. Berenstein mentally added funding for a
memorial stone to the budget for next year. Grg'uzhakzh made his way toward the town
hall. "The virgins didn't appease him! Run for it!" Hibbins pointed toward the emergency
exits. The townsfolk ran, Hibbins positioned himself in the main doorway in front ofthe
approaching abomination.
"Berenstein!" Hibbins yelled, "I never really respected you, but stapling the papers
to his arm, that took balls. It's a shame you've doomed us all. Now run. I'll hold him-"
Grg'uzhakzh plowed through Hibbins before Berenstein could argue they were already
doomed. Now the monster stood in front of the mayor and Berenstein, somehow
simultaneously larger than the town hall and fitting inside it. The monster's ability to
completely disregard the laws of space explained how it was able to materialize on land
zoned commercial. Grg'uzhakzh made a furious rumbling noise and held out the arm with
the summons stapled to it. The mayor pointed at Berenstein. Grg'uzhakzh gave a curt nod
and grabbed the mayor, plugging a tentacle into his back The mayor's eyes rolled back and
his body hung limp from the end of the tentacle, his mouth began to move. "Check, check,
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one, two, three." It sounded like the mayor, but behind his normal voice there was the
sound of a multitude ofwhispers[2]. "I suppose you are in charge here."
Berenstein watched the rest of the townsfolk heading off into the distance, surveyed
the wreckage of the council chambers, and checked to see if Hibbins' flattened body was
going to start moving. "Yes I am."
"Your plea for diplomacy has moved me, and I am tired from devouring a great
many worlds. Although I have turned down similar offers in the past, I will gladly accept
your unconditional surrender and rule over your planet as its new overlord."
The mayor managed to briefly break free ofGrg'uzhakzh's control. "Don't screw this
up Berenstein," he rasped, before succumbing again.
''I'm sorry Mr. Defiler, you seem to misunderstand the packet. You are in violation of
local zoning codes, and are going to need to appeal for a re-zoning and pay a hefty fine."
Grg'uzhakzh shrieked, from his own body, not channeled through the mayor. The
ground began to shake, the sun seemed to dim.
"You think I didn't read the chapter on the 'I am infinite, I am eternal' negotiation
technique in the guide?[3]"
Grg'uzhakzh raised a tentacle "I will crush you mortal!"
"Do you know what crushes me, Mr. D? Noncompliance with zoning laws."
The tentacle descended and Berenstein was surprised to see his life actually did
flash before his eyes. He sped up to his favorite part: his orientation as city secretary. He
remembered being told about the mythic Form 455L affectionately known as "the
labyrinth". The former secretary took him by the shoulders and said, "Do not give this form
out lightly, for to give it to a person is to send them to a hell carefully devised by
secretaries, clerks, and lawyers for centuries. A hell from which there is no escaping."
"Wait Grg'uzhakzh!"
Grg'uzhakzh paused. "What?"
"I've reconsidered your offer and it's a good one. We have a form you need to fill out
though." Berenstein went into the safe at the base of the secretary's desk and produced the
455L.
"This will formalize our surrender so everyone knows that you are our new
grotesque overlord."
Grg'uzhazkh looked over the form "What is this step 3? It says fill in answer from
attached worksheet 2, but I don't see any attached worksheet."
Berenstein tried to make his smile look more like a sympathetic grimace. "No
attached worksheet? I'll need you to fill out the worksheet requisition form. Can you make
an appointment for next week?"
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[1]
Or he would've, had the sight of Grg'uzhakh's vile frame not drowned out his
thoughts with an interior scream.
[2]
Like a group that is supposed to be silent, but half of them have something they need
to say to their neighbor.
[3]
Albert's Exhaustive Guide to Negotiation Techniques offers your money back if
someone uses a negotiation technique not listed in the book.
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Bleeding Heart
by Jillian Koval
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the animals I see when driving towards a small town
by Emily Carnevale
the deer:
he's on his back,
the white belly like a flag.
his thin legs cracked
and bent like dead branches
after a storm.
the raccoon:
flattened, thrown
to the rumble strips
on the road that remind
us of the long stretches
of night ahead.
the mystery:
I wonder who you were,
black fur and flattened paws,
before your end, in the same way
others will wonder who I was
before they drive away.
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Blue II & III
by Allie Vugrincic
Amidst the ashen stone
Slowly working its way to dust,
And the headstones
Crying out in their final attempts
To be heard
The blue door stands guard
Ailing in a sacred shadow
Losing the battle with the sun
To retain its original color
One day it will not remember
Itself or why it fought so hard
To hold its hue
My golden skin will turn to white
Under these changing clouds
Time will steal my breath away
And I will take refuge underground
The last thought stained on my lips
Is everyone forgotten this way?
Sometimes it's hard to be brave
When the questions start screaming
The fear of rot and rue of decay
And the words all fade
Into valleys and mountains
Please don't forget my name
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Are You Human or Are You Dancer?
by Hailey Bruce
1. What word would you use to describe a theatrical event in which dance is the main

2.

3.

4.

s.

component?
a. A recital.
b. Ashow.
c. A performance.
d. A concert. You cringe when someone asks when your next recital is or what
sort a routine you'll be doing with your dance troupe. Your company, you
correct, will be performing a jazz piece in your concert this spring. (Your
mother still gets this wrong, seventeen years later.)
What do you do in your free time?
a. Read books.
b. Netflix.
c. Go out with friends.
d. What's free time?
You and a friend are trying to jump at exactly the same time for a High School
Musical style picture. How do you make sure this happens?
a. Count offthree.
b. Wait, is it one-two-three-go or one-two-go on three?
c. Your drums march to their own beat.
d. Five, six, seven, eight.
You're antsy in class. What do you do to satisfy the urge to move around?
a. Click your pen. Tap your pen. Twirl your pen. Accidentally on purpose launch
your pen across the room so you can go run over to get it.
b. Bounce your legs under the table. Cross and uncross. Kick the legs of your
desk.
c. Doodle until you can't see your notes anymore. Hope that wasn't on the final.
d. Tap dance under your desk. Nothing like a run through of your time steps (a
tap dancer's standard rhythm pattern- if you can't do your time steps, you
can't tap) to get you focused again. Stomp, hop, shuffle step, flap, step, stomp,
hop, shuffle step, shuffle step, step ...
What was your favorite after school activity as a kid?
a. Sports.
b. Music lessons.
c. You didn't like organized activities. You wanted to play your LeapFrog, and
later your Gameboy.
d. Ballet class. You first took to the stage at the age of three in a pink velvet
leotard and a little puff of a tutu. You were not the girl that ran off stage
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crying but you didn't know the choreography either. You turned your head to
watch the girl next to you mouthing the words to "Happy Hands" and
followed along a few beats late as she bounced and twirled and motioned to
the audience. That girl would quit in a few years and you'd stop turning your
head to watch her.
6. Rate your pain tolerance on a scale of one to pointe.
a. 1-3. You admit it. You're a whiner. A stubbed toe is cause for everyone in
your vicinity to hear all about your struggle. In depth. Better check for blood
or swelling.
b. 4-6. Minor scrapes and bruises don't stop you! A paper cut on the other
hand ...
c. 7-9. You've got tough skin. Sore muscles? No worries. Tripped down the
stairs? The stairs probably came out worse than you.
d. Pointe. Remember that time your blister opened up inside your pointe shoes
and you still danced on it for an hour? Or all the times you lost toenails?
You're an old hand at pain. You've spent countless hours doing bourees
across the floor, a movement where you continuously jam your toes into the
floor at a rapid pace, trying to travel a great distance in a short amount of
time all while taking the smallest steps possible. When you take your pointe
shoes off, the veins in your feet are popping out, your toenails have folded
over from the pressure, and the tips of your toes stay flat for another hour.
But beauty is pain right? And you're all about beauty. No one wants to see a
ballet where everyone's cringing from the pain in their toes. They want to see
you float, so you do. You smile, you emote, you ignore the fact that your shoes
are basically rocks. You ignore the fact that, scientifically, when force and
gravity are combined with your own body weight, the weight of two
elephants is currently resting on your big toe. Because when you dance, like
Dumbo, you fly.
7. It's Saturday night! Where do you go to see your friends?
a. I'll be with my parents.
b. Pizza and movies at my place.
c. Meet you at the bar.
d. Meet you at the barre. The ballet barre. We'll stand with our feet in fifth, hips
rotated open. Arms round. Soft but supported. We'll silently judge each other
and ourselves, a constant competition to get our developpe an inch higher
than our neighbors. No, a foot. Who are we kidding? Our legs don't go a foot
higher. This isn't the New York City Ballet. But we'll try anyway. Just don't lift
your hip to get it there. Hips flat as a table as you draw your foot up the
elevator of your leg, first to your highest passe, then up, up, up as you extend.
Shoulders open. Ribs in. Supporting leg lifted. Don't grip. Make space. Abs in.
Don't tuck your pelvis, but don't stick it out either. Back straight. Chin up.
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Always present to the audience. Let your arms help you balance. Turn out the
supporting leg. Turn out the working leg. Press into the toes of your standing
leg for stability. Don't let the lifted leg drop. Control it down. Never, never
good enough. Lots of room to improve. A correction is a compliment. We'll
smile at each other when we finish, because it's fun. The work is fun .
8. You just dropped your phone! How do you pick it up?
a. Squat.
b. Bend at that waist. You can touch your toes.
c. Just bend ... and snap!
d. You penche, of course. Step forward on your one leg- conscious of which
split is more flexible - and neatly extend the opposite leg behind you, first to
arabesque, then up, hopefully until you've made a 180 degree line. Or more if
you're one of those people. You pick up the phone and reverse the action,
keeping your torso lifted, always. And you hope against hope there was no
one behind you. If so ... whoops. Sorry.
9. What is your most prized possession?
a. Your iPhone.
b. Your camera.
c. Your dog.
d. Your first pair of pointe shoes. You got them at age twelve and it hit you how
cool this whole dance thing really was. You started asking for more classes.
You "forgot" to bring home the sign up for seventh grade basketball. You
wore your pointe shoes around the house to break them in, even tried
slamming them in the door once like you'd heard the professionals did. Your
teacher starts watching you closely in class. You could make it, she tells you.
You could do well with this. You hadn't considered dance beyond an after
school activity.
She tells you about a fine arts camp. You go there over the summer and
find out what dance really is. Hard work. Constant soreness. Bruised
shoulders and knees, floor burns on your ankles. Blisters, cracked toenails,
absolute fatigue. Pure, unequivocal joy. A girl slips and dislocates her
kneecap. She cries, not because of the pain, but because she won't be able to
dance. You wonder how hard it would be to be told to stop.
10. In general, what comes over you when you hear a song you like?
a. You bob your head, maybe hang on to a lyric so you can look it up later.
b. You Shazam it. You'll pull it up on Spotify later.
c. You find out what it is immediately and play it on repeat until you know all
the lyrics. When it hits the Top 20, you'll be radio ready. And sick of it.
d. You choreograph an entire piece. Every new song, good or bad, but
particularly good, is accompanied by a stage full of dancers, or maybe just
you, leaping and turning and living. It's a driving cinematic instrumental
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piece with a full choir coming in at the climax. You imagine intricate stage
patterns and complex partnering. You want to set this piece straight away
but unfortunately, all of your genius leaves you as soon as it comes, and when
you actually get to the studio, you spend two hours on the first eight count~,
which are decent, and fifteen minutes on the next eight minutes, which are
trash. You hang on to whatever remnants of the original imagination movie
are left because those, whether physically possible or not, are the tools you'll
use to redo the whole thing the next thirty times. The inner choreographer
cannot be turned off.
11. What do you need to do to feel prepared for something that makes you nervous?
a. Take a deep breath and trust yourself.
b. Ask everyone you know for advice.
c. Ask Google for advice.
d. Stand in B+, left foot turned out and supporting you. Right foot pointed
behind it, knees touching. You're waiting in the corner ofthe studio at the
front of the line. The combination has just been thrown at you rapidly. You
are only told once, then you must know it. In this position, you are ready. You
are calm. Your weight is centered and you are free to move. The combination
is sitting at the front of your head. When the music begins, you prepare your
arms- use all the music, every last sixty fourth of the count- you step out
from B+, and you dance.
12. Imagine the worst moment of your life.
a. Your best friend, parent, or other close family member dies unexpectedly.
b. You are rejected from a college or job that you had your heart set on.
c. You lose a sentimental and irreplaceable possession.
d. You twist your ankle just days before a dance concert. The doctor tells you to
take six weeks off, but you just mark jumps and turns for two days and then
get right back at it. You can think of no greater punishment than not dancing.
So you dance constantly, obsessively. You stand in fifth position in line at the
grocery store. You inhale videos of dancers you admire. You fall asleep in
coupe derriere. You do tend us and rand de jambes at anything that could
serve as a barre. You say no to everything to say yes to dancing. You make
sacrifice after sacrifice because you have something better. Your mantra
becomes "Sorry, I have dance," but you aren't ever really sorry. You live for
those six hour evenings in the studio, are thrilled when, while your school
friends sleep in, you get to wake up early on Saturday mornings to have class
and rehearsal.
13. What do you plan to do in the future?
a. Go to college and study pre-med. You want to be a doctor someday- or your
parents want you to.
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b. Go to college with no idea what to study. Wander around various
departments for two years and finally settle on something you aren't sure
you love because you're running out of time to complete a major. You do not
want to be a super-senior. Eventually you'll get a cubicle job you aren't crazy
about, but you'll make it work to pay the bills and go home to a nice house in
the suburbs that looks identical to your neighbors.
c. Skip college and go right to the workforce. You'll work your way up from
secretary to CEO somehow.
d. When it comes time to apply for college, you refuse to consider any school
that doesn't have a dance program. People ask you with increasing frequency
what you're going to do with a degree in dance. You think this answer is
pretty obvious- you're going to dance. As much as possible. No one is ever
particularly satisfied with this idea. What about a real job, they say. What
about money? As a dancer, you are misunderstood. You are told you are
involved in an after school activity. An extra-curricular. A pastime. You are
told you will not get a job. You will not have money to pay your rent. You are
told dancing is not a job at all, in fact, let alone an area of academic study. But
you dance anyway, because you know better. It is not about the money,
although the job would be nice. It is not about the stability or the benefits. It
is about that fleeting moment when you've gotten it, not right, but close,
better, your best yet. So when you finish your degree, you will try not to be
upset when you are rejected over and over again. You will go to auditions
and classes, conferences and workshops until finally you land something. You
will not the mind the grueling hours, working weekends and evenings, or the
minimal pay, because you will be doing what you love. When the time is
right, you'll move on to something else. A musical, or a tour, or maybe you'll
be cast as an apprentice in a company. Eventually, you'll have moved from
the bottom to the middle, and maybe you'll never get to the top but that's
okay as long as you're dancing. When you perform you will send real, paper
invitations to everyone who ever said you couldn't do it, who ever doubted
that dance was a career field that was worthwhile.
14. When are you at your happiest?
a. When you're having a good time with friends and family.
b. When you're driving down the highway, alone, with a really good playlist.
c. When you're in love.
d. When you're dancing. When you really dance, you breathe beyond. You
believe in beauty for beauty's sake. When you move, you move people. You
tell stories without words. You do not hide behind your emotions. You exult
in them. You give them as gifts. Yours is a special art. There is no material but
you. No instrument but your body. You are a dancer and you are the dance.
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Recommended Treatment
by Maggie Jones
Reflex neurovascular dystrophy,
amplified pain, short circuits in the spinal cord,
lactic acid, abnormal reflex: my bones hurt.
The pain is in my body, not my head,
so why do I need counseling? Intensive
physical therapy and psychological
evaluation. The goal: desensitization.
But to what? To the briars pulling
at my skin, the sting of the honeybee,
the splinter in my thigh from the dry log?
When I tripped over the oak's roots, the pain surged
through my knee into my thigh, my hip, my chest,
and I couldn't breathe. It pulsed through my body
for weeks, though the crescent moon scrape
on my knee healed in three days. That worddesensitized- echoes in the invisible
cobwebs caught on my face, the milky
dew clinging to the fern, the singe
left by the stinging nettle, the cool relief
of the jewelweed. I want to feel the December wind
on the nape of my neck, the cottonwood seeds
that tease my nose, the itch left by the mosquito
on my bare leg, the beechnut that bounces
off of my shoulder on its way to the forest floor.
If I lose the pain, what else disappears with it?
Desensitized-the word echoes through the trees.
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Out, On the Pavement of the Road
by Dominic Pfister
I saw a sparrow, in early spring,
With its life ground out,
On the pavement of the road,
Just like that.
If you had walked by then,
And looked down,
Before the maggots had wound
Natural paths through the brown
And red of the feathers,
You would have seen a complete article
Flattened, misused, but whole.
It would be right to push,
The bird onto the thin green tree-lawn,
So the sparrow could show the newly planted grass
That winter is not the only time for dying.
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A Certain Charm, preface
by Emma Miller
Amelia Weatherwax was on a mission. She had successfully avoided knocking over
both the quartet in the corner and a German diplomat as she zeroed in on the dessert table
in the corner dragging her reluctant brother, Ezekiel, by his wrist. She could almost taste
the cream puff that was prominently displayed on the top of a pastry pyramid. Mrs. Tibbs
had drizzled her special sauce over the top which she still refused to share with Amelia
whenever she burst into the kitchen unannounced. Mrs. Tibbs had warned her not to go
near the table while the party was going on. The weathered witch had frowned as she had
given this warning:
"Now Miss. This party is important to your father so don't be getting yourself into
trouble. Just avoid the sweets. Promise me." Mrs. Tibbs waggled her crooked finger while
the other wrinkled hand, glistening with the sugary concoction that was still simmering in
the pot over the fire, wiped itself on her pink apron.
"Tibbs. It's like you don't know me at all." This smart response, which might have
provoked a harsher response from an older woman, just caused Mrs. Tibbs to frown and
shake her head causing the frilly bit around her bonnet to shake. Even though Mrs. Tibbs
seemed to be done with the small dark child in her kitchen, Amelia had seen a small plate
with a singular cream puffin the cupboard as Mrs. Tibbs hurried her out of the kitchen.
Amelia loved the kitchen. Not only was it airy and bright in a way that the rest of the house
wasn't, it was the only place in the house where she could practice.
However, Amelia had to focus on the matter at hand. In fact, she probably should
give a second thought to the boy who was at the end of her hand. Even though Ezekiel was
the older sibling, he often kowtowed to his ten year old sister. Ezekiel was a shy child of
twelve plagued by nerves and fear. He preferred the company of books to outdoor activities
and actively avoided his fencing instructor, Mr. Flint, when the lanky and sharp teacher
showed up for lessons. He was the perfect partner in crime for a bundle of energy and wit
like Amelia. He refused her nothing, said no to nothing and seemed to need nothing in
return except for his younger sister's attention. Amelia had given him strict instructions to
keep an ear out for their parents while she snuck away with the goods. It wouldn't be hard
for Ezekiel. He had larger ears than were probably necessary or normal on a twelve year
old. That along with his unusually large nose made for a rather awkward child which
probably contributed to his overall timidity.
"Are you sure we should be doing this, Meli?" His squeaky voice garnered the
attention of a haughty woman holding her opera glasses a little too close to her nose
causing her eyes to look a bit cross eyed. Or perhaps she was cross-eyed.
"We'll be fine, Zeke. As long as you're quiet." She thought for a second, "And look out
for father." Amelia continued to pull her brother through the thickening crowd coming off
the dance floor. Whereas Amelia could dart gracefully between the young lovers and
conversing lords, Ezekiel managed to collide with his fair share of ankles and petticoats.
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Each person looked at the young boy with a kind of disdain, but after figuring out whose
child he was the glare was usually dimmed to a faint look of amusement or disgust. It was
while they were making their way through the dance floor that Ezekiel actually bumped
into someone who genuinely smiled. Their mother.
"What are you two up to?" She bent so that she was closer to their own height. Lady
Marianne Weatherwax was one of the most beautiful women in that particular or any
room. Not necessarily in her looks. Amelia often became distracted when she was talking to
her mother because of her splotchy complexion and slightly uneven nose which her mother
explained was the result of a childhood playtime gone awry. However, Marianne
Weatherwax had one of the most radiant smiles and most pleasing eyes that her daughter
had ever seen. It was apparently an opinion that was shared by many. For a couple of years,
however, people looked pretty disdainfully at Marianne's smile and eyes. After an
unfortunate incident with an unnamed gentleman who accosted the young Marianne,
Marianne found herself an unwed mother to Ezekiel. She was fortunate that the Reaves'
were a truly loving family who continued to provide for both her and the small baby at
their estate. They even continued to present Marianne in society. This was an act that was
not looked on with a kind eye by the community. However, through this and perhaps a dash
of fate, Marianne met Amelia's father Mr. Ignatius Weatherwax and the two fell madly in
love. That was a whole other issue for the community. Amelia smiled innocently at her
mother who did not look fooled but did not look bothered either.
"Nothing, mama. We're just looking." Her brother was shaking beside her. Ezekiel
was a terrible liar and was even worse when it came to their mother.
"Ezekiel?" Marianne couldn't help the small huff of laugh as she turned her attention
to the shivering boy clutching his sister's hand.
"N-N-Nothing. C-C-Cross my heart." He did a small gesture of crossing his heart but
crossed the whole side. Amelia rolled her eyes. A parakeet would be more convincing.
However, she wasn't particularly worried. Marianne found her children's antics amusing.
She was more worried about her father finding them.
"Well, toddle on then." She caressed both of their cheeks as she leaned in a little
closer to Amelia. "I think your father's talking to Lord Huffington in the library." She winked
and returned to the circle of ladies surrounding her. Amelia loved her mother. Lord
Huffington could talk the ears off a donkey.
With that Amelia returned her attention to her prize and gleefully noted that the
table had been abandoned as the quartet started to play a more spirited melody which
spurred even the seated parties to stand. It was as if the red sea had been parted and
freedom was merely across the ocean floor. The pair inched closer to the dessert table set
in the sitting room next to the dance hall.
"Meli?" Amelia elected to ignore her brother, imagining the delicious burst of flavor
that only came from a Mrs. Tibbs' cream puff. She supposed she would have to give some to
Ezekiel but he probably wouldn't notice if Amelia divided it more in her favor. "Meli?" Even
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if he did, he probably wouldn't say anything. The perfect partner. Suddenly, she was jerked
into a rather large linen cupboard by her brother's hand. Perhaps not the perfect partner.
"Zeke?! You ruined a perfectly good opportunity. I was almost in reach." Her brother
didn't respond choosing instead to point a small hand towards the crack he left in the door
with the dessert table in view. Mr. Ignatius Weatherwax had apparently escaped the
complaining of Lord Huffington and was now standing close to the dessert table. Amelia
cursed under her breath. This caused a squeak of protest from her brother but she cursed
once more as her father grabbed a puff pastry from the far end of the table.
Mr. Ignatius Weatherwax was quite a success story in his community and England.
Originally from Jamaica, Ignatius worked tirelessly to get himself over to the mainland. He
had a dream of being successful and comfortable in his later life. He read every piece of
literature he could get his hands on and found that he has both a passion and talent for
legal matters. He was able to scrape together enough money to afford law school with a
hefty scholarship and after completing the program he once again set out to increase his
wealth and standing. Once settled in the seaside town of Sidmouth, the hulking six foot
seven colored man found work when he began to bother the local attorney, Remus
Pwinnings. Ignatius began to follow Pwinnings from his home to work for approximately
two weeks begging for any kind of work Apparently, Ignatius so impressed the older
gentleman with his creative problem solving and knowledge of English law, that after
fourteen days of daily conversations Pwinnings offered Ignatius a clerk position that had
recently opened. Ignatius became an invaluable member of the firm, eventually taking over
for Pwinnings when the man went into retirement. At the beginning of his work with
Pwinnings, not everyone in the community was ecstatic. However, when Ignatius was able
to bring the murderer of the beloved town librarian to justice through his tireless effort and
dedication, the community welcomed him with open arms. It was after this tide shift that
Ignatius caught sight of Marianne while at the local market. Marianne was unaware of the
tall man watching her as she milled about with the local farmers. She was greeted with a
fair share of cold glances from various high society members as her tale was known by
most of the community. Ignatius, not knowing anything of her tragedy, saw only the beauty
of her smile and the kindness she bestowed on each soul she talked too. It was three weeks
before he gathered the nerve to actually approach Marianne learning ofthe gossip along
the way when he subtly brought up the young woman to his boss. Pwinnnings had giggled
in his high backed chair,
"Marianne Reaves. She's had a bit of trouble lately. Not her fault really. You
remember that man we put in jail for sexual deviancy about ten months back?" Ignatius had
thought back and nodded. A rat faced man named Squall had been charged for accosting a
young lady and impregnating her. Ignatius was very upset that he wasn't able to take a
swing at the bastard before he had gone to prison. It all connected.
"That's the lady?" Pwinnings had nodded looking amused.
"The Reaves have been good to her. The boy and her still reside in the estate. Mr.
Reaves was of course upset but he was more angry at Squalls than at Marianne. Does that
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change your mind, Ignatius?" Ignatius thought of the bright eyes and secret smile Marianne
had for when a high society member said something less than intelligent.
"On the contrary. If anything this only strengthens my resolve." Pwinnings looked
confused.
"Your resolve to do what man?"
"To marry her, of course."
It still took a week for Ignatius to talk to the woman he had pledged to marry in
front of Pwinnings. Whenever Ignatius excused himself to head to the market, Pwinnings
giggled a little harder.
It was at a ball like the one the Weatherwaxes were currently hosting that Ignatius
actually approached Marianne. After Ignatius bowed low and asked for the next dance, he
was greeted with a twinkling that he hadn't seen in the last couple weeks. Her lilting voice
was stitched with amusement.
"So, you are the man who has been following me for the past weeks. If you're
painting a portrait, I can point you in the direction of a young lady who looks just like the
Mona Lisa. However, I must warn you. She tends to frown." Ignatius fell in love in that
moment. Marianne decided she loved Ignatius when she watched the giant stoop down to
pick up her one year old and tickled his stomach until the little boy was squealing with a
wide toothless smile. They were married within the year and after another few months,
they had Amelia and the family was complete. Her parents were well suited to each other.
Where Amelia's father was stubborn, his wife was relaxed and where Amelia's mother was
fickle, Amelia's father was decisive.
Amelia thanked her lucky stars that her brother had noticed their father before she
had stolen the dessert. Although her mother found amusement in her antics, Amelia's
fa ther was constantly exasperated with his youngest daughter.
"That was a close one. Thank you Ezekiel." Ezekiel smiled at his younger sister's
gratitude with all his teeth but let out a small squeak as he noticed that their father was
looking towards the linen closet. Amelia grabbed her brother and shut the door so the
crack was only a sliver. Her father looked directly at the closet squinting a bit. He refused to
wear his lens when company was over. However, finding nothing in sight, Ignatius
Weatherwax returned to his conversation with a drunk Remus Pwinnings.
It was here that Amelia decided what she needed to do. She rolled up the restrictive
sleeves of her pale yellow dress and shook her hands in front of her. Her brother did not
look pleased by this action.
"I do not think that is a good idea, Meli." He was of course referring to Amelia's less
than thought through plan to levitate the cream puff to the closet while her father's back
was turned.
"Oh, don't be such a worrywart, Zeke. It's only a small bit." Her mother had tried to
explain at one point it was in part because of their similar personalities (apparently her
father had been a troublemaker in his youth) . However, it was also because of Amelia's
magic.
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It had started when Amelia turned four. Amelia was a precocious child who was able
to accomplish a great deal at a very early age. However, she was also smart enough to
manipulate circumstances to go her way. As a three year old she was able to get an extra ·
helping of mashed potatoes for every meal (even if mashed potatoes were not necessarily
being served). She was able to trick the lady's maids into giving Ezekiel two baths instead
of forcing her to take one. She was even able to figure out how to distract her father from
his work long enough to get both a sweet from his desk and at least five minutes of
uninterrupted cuddling. Her parents were simultaneously exasperated by her antics and
vaguely impressed. The magic only made things worse.
On her fourth birthday, Amelia was confronted with a situation that she couldn't
figure out how to get around. She wanted the little girl who was currently playing with her
toys to go away. However, all of her usual ploys weren't working. She had tried crying,
pushing, and even had stooped to having Ezekiel sneeze on the girl. Nothing was working.
She was so upset at the curly blonde monster who was pulling the small wooden duck that
her mother had given her and her emotion stirred something deep within her. As she
thought about how it would be great if the little girl tripped and got so upset she had to go
home, the blonde munchkin tripped over a snag in the hardwood and smashed to the
ground. Amelia was shocked at first but was pleased as the girl was carried out by her
nanny. It was then that she noticed her father's stone face staring at her in something akin
to panic. Later that night while putting her in her bed, her parents sat at the end of her bed
and explained that Ignatius' side of the family had some quirks. One of those being magical
abilities, another being a strange obsession with Irish drinking mugs, but that was beside
the point. This was also the first time that her father explained his rules for magic which
would become a staple for her life:
1. Magic is not to be used in public. It could cause ladies to faint and men to
shoot.
2. Do not use big magic. It's just asking for trouble.
3. Most importantly, do not bring people back from the dead.
Her father explained that he was unsure if anyone actually could bring someone
back to the dead with magic but you shouldn't be messing around with that anyway. Her
father also explained that it was hard to master magic. People who were naturally gifted
could only do small things in strong emotional states but most people with magic couldn't
do more than make their soup a little bit hotter. Although these rules were consistently
related to Amelia by her father, her mother, Ezekiel and even Mrs. Tibbs, Amelia wasn't
very good at following the first two rules. She also wanted nothing more than to be better
than heating soup slightly.
Amelia shook her hands to generate some heat so that she would be warm for her
incantation as Ezekiel moved out of the way. He wanted to be clear of any stray magic that
might leak. Amelia concentrated on the crack in the door. She concentrated on the table
itself and the delicious pastries on that table. She concentrated on the delicious taste that
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would burst in her mouth as she took the first bite of the cream puff. The cream puff on top
started to wobble on top of its pyramid.
Suddenly, a person came through the door in a flurry of fabric and perfume. Amelia's
concentration was broken and the cream puff stayed stationary on top of the pyramid. She
cursed both the cream puff and the tall woman who was now peeking out of the closet.
Amelia looked over at Ezekiel to ask what just happened but he looked completely baffled
by the woman.
The woman was covered in a deep red silk gown from head to toe and her shiny red
hair was piled high on her the top of her head. She had a hooked nose which was balancing
a pair of fancy opera glasses which her blue eyes were peering out of, scanning the horizon.
She looked like a bird of some eccentric nature that was scanning for predators. Finally,
relieved that she had not been seen by whatever was hunting her, the woman breathed a
sigh of relief and backed away from the small crack in the door. It is only at this moment
that she noted the small children in the back of the linen closet.
"Oh! I'm terribly sorry for invading your hiding place. I'll just be a minute." Her voice
was lilting but there was a harsh undertone that matched the deep red dress she was
wearing better. She smiled like she was amused by something but her eyebrows slanted
like she was irritated. "Hiding from an undissauded suitor, unfortunately. Refuses to take a
hint. What are you doing?" She was staring directly at Amelia particularly Amelia's hands
which were still lifted in front of her. Amelia quickly lowered her arms and Ezekiel moved a
fraction closer to his sister.
"Nothing. Just playing hide and seek. You found me, Ezekiel. Now I'll count." Amelia
tried to keep her voice level as her brother shook in nerves next to her. The woman did not
look like she believed her but her smile widened a little bit.
"Oh. Well, that's good because I thought perhaps I had interrupted a tiny bit of
magic." On the word magic, the bird woman moved her hand in front of her face and a small
array of sparkles sprang from her palm. Ezekiel nearly had a heart attack but Amelia looked
on it complete spellbound wonder.
"You're a witch!" The woman's smile was now a grin as she bent down so she was on
level with the two kids.
"I don't like that word. I prefer magician. But yes. Selina Ratcliff." Miss Ratcliff stuck
out her gloved hand to shake Amelia's. Amelia grasped the hand and shook it with vigor.
She knew she had heard the name but she didn't know how. "Now, what exactly were you
trying to do?" Amelia looked towards Ezekiel who was shaking his head behind Miss
Ratcliff.
"I was trying to get a cream puff. Please don't tell Papa." It all came out in a rush
which made Miss Ratcliff chuckle under her breath. She then looked at them like she was
seeing them for the first time.
"Of course. Are you Ezekiel?" Ezekiel looked a little overwhelmed to be under Miss
Ratcliffs attention. He blushed and scuffed his shoe on the floor. However, he did nod once
to answer Miss Ratcliffs question. "So, that makes you little Amelia?"
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''I'm not little." Amelia stamped her feet a bit when she said it. She hated that term.
The stamping did not quite intimidate Miss Ratcliff in the way that Amelia had wanted.
"Of course not. I apologize Miss Weatherwax." Selina Ratcliff curtsied low and
Ezekiel giggled from the side. 'Til tell you what. I promise not to tell your papa, if you
promise not to tell him that I did this." With that she snapped her fingers and two large
cream puffs appeared in her hands. Ezekiel clapped in surprise. Amelia was in a state of
complete wonder. She had never seen that kind of magic before. Amelia was going to
basically pick the cream puff up in the air and transport it over the dance hall to the closet.
Miss Ratcliff had snapped it into reality. She had a thought that perhaps Miss Ratcliff was
one of the few magicians that her father had mentioned who were truly powerful. She held
out the cream puffs to the siblings and each child took them quickly from her hands. Ezekiel
held his in reverence but Amelia bit into hers as soon as it was in her hand. It was just as
delicious as she had imagined. Still bent, Miss Ratcliff smiled gently at the pair. There was
no harsh undertone to her smile now. She reached out her hand and wiped the area right
next to Amelia's mouth where a large amount of cream had taken residence. "Now, do you
promise?"
"Of course!" Ezekiel enthused as he bit into his cream puff. She nodded her thanks
and her attention once again returned to Amelia. There was a twinkle in her eye that
Amelia knew was reflected in her own.
"Promise?" Amelia nodded and stuck out her cream covered finger to pinky promise.
Miss Ratcliff entwined her finger with Amelia's and Amelia felt the heat from her hand.
With that Miss Ratcliff stood and brushed off her silk dress. "It was a pleasure meeting the
both of you." She checked out of the crack in the doorway, probably looking for the illregarded suitor. On her way out, however, she paused and turned back towards Amelia.
"Oh. Keep practicing, little Amelia." With that she winked (Amelia swore a bit of spark flew
off her eyelashes) and she was gone leaving the children with cream puffs and curiosity.
It was on this day at the age of ten that Amelia swore that she would one day be a
magician on par with Miss Selina Ratcliff. It was the last thing she did.
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Plum Beach Lighthouse
by Maggie Jones
The lighthouse watches over the coast,
quietly alert above my bed. Drowsy waters
ripple in the shadows cast by clouds at dawn.
After the diagnosis my grandfather painted
lighthouses along the New England coast
from Connecticut to Maine. His goal was one
for each of the six months the doctor gave
him, but six years later one was hung
in every room of the house, and beacons
poked out of stacks of frames in the corners
of his paint-splattered workshop. Saturday
mornings he would check the tides and drive
down to the shore with his easel and palette
permanently dyed with shades of blue
and yellow. On the better days he spent
hours on the beach in his floppy canvas hat
and pinstriped suspenders, and I'd beg
to build sandcastles with him and hoped
he'd teach me a new brush stroke on a blank
canvas. Before my mother let me leave
she lathered me in sunscreen, painting
over my back and neck with wide strokes,
carefully filling in every curve of my body.
On the shore the lighthouse watched over
the coast, and when the sun had set over
the cold Rhode Island waves my grandfather
kept blending the gold ofthe beacon's light
into the navy of the horizon.
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Efflorescence
by Elsie Humes
The conversation with the wind happens
beneath the moon, and like all talks
that unfold beauty, the night peels deep
colors open and expands them into wings
that flutter and speak to those who inhale
their perfumes. And the petals' lyrics need
no remastering because this night dance
is etched deep in earth's pours. The moon will
shift and the field will go red in an epidemic
of chrysalis, a million and two nods to the sun,
slight and deliberate. If time was malleable, even
the untrained eye would see the valley vibrate.
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Smoking Skull
by Jillian Koval
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Linger, by Angela Pelster
Book Review by Golzar Meamar
Limber, a collection of essays by Angela Pelster, tells stories that are beautifully
woven together by concepts of earth, decay, trees and much more. The essays tell pieces of
her life, but also expand on pieces of lives she has heard about or seen, and her storytelling
style is distinct and precious to the tone of the book. Limber is Angela Pelster's first
collection of essays after a children's book, and is already an award-winning nonfiction
book.
Pelster pushes forward the history of the world in a story of trees, giving the reader
different elements of her stories to chew on. She establishes elements of time in the form of
tree rings, talking about the age of trees in terms of being cut open. Pelster elaborates on
the everlasting concept of large oaks and different types of trees by embedding them into
stories about decay and human involvement in natural affairs. Throughout her essays,
there is this common thread of trees being destroyed by time, but also by the effects of
humans.
Pelster uses trees throughout the piece to show the elaborate and complex
relationship of humanity, technology and nature. In some stories, there are iron rods in
trees, allowing them to remain upright, an obsession of human nature to keep everything
alive regardless of how often it might decay. She talks about mines and mountains, the
implosions that create the great to fall. Nothing is impenetrable.
Magic and myth are braided into these nonfictional essays, all based on some form
of history in relation to the natural and trees. There are simple concepts of creating
wonders of the natural that Pelster emphasizes and wraps into her stories. Pelster is keen
on establishing this link in the human mind between the mythical and the real, and how
those things affect day to day human life. Pelster weaves young boys fishing at a river into a
nuclear waste site, and examines the decay of a whole town, the breaking open of a human
ribcage in surgery to find the impossible: a tree. There is no end to the myth and magic she
ties into everyday life, and how she strives to find reasoning for the impossible and the
awful in an outside world.
Pelster successfully braids together the natural, the beautiful, the real, and the awful all
together in this collection of essays. Outside of a specific disregard of genre, Pelster tells
beautifully realistic and reflective stories about the moon, the earth, and humanity.
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Aliens in the Prime of Their Lives, by Brad Watson
Book Review by Carole Burkett
Brad Watson's third book of fiction, Aliens in the Prime of Their Lives, is a pleasant,
slow evisceration. There are few of the roughest human experiences possible that Watson
does not cover, from the aftermath of romantic relationships in "Visitation," to unwanted
pregnancy in "Water Dog God," and the death of a sibling in "Alamo Plaza." Yet Watson's
talent for capturing character makes each story necessary, and each heartbreak a
train wreck the reader cannot disregard.
The novella "Aliens in the Prime of Their Lives" is the collection's gem. The
grotesque strangeness that overwhelms plot in "Ordinary Monsters" is smoothly integrated
here with Watson's arid southern style. The young narrator is practical and honest
throughout his life's story, spurred by an unplanned pregnancy and the wedding that
results. The unshakable consistency of the tone carries the reader through many
alternative lives that the narrator and his young bride could have lived, evaluating surreal
possibilities as if a lion is no stranger in a Southern suburb than the story's sweltering attic
apartment or VW van. Resolution comes through the experiences of the narrator, who finds
equilibrium and humanity in the process of deciding who around him is human and who is
alien. In this uncertainty, Watson's microscopic level of character detail proves useful; the
reader can understand the truth of the situation along with the narrator.
Watson illuminates the lives of children well, whether he is invading their
headspace or observing them from the character of an alienated father, he captures their
variation and essence. In "Alamo Plaza," Watson transitions smoothly from the narrator's
adult reflections to his childhood memories of his brother, capturing his death through
description of a tropical storm's aftermath: "some incredible violence had occurred, and yet
almost everything remained intact."
Despite Watson's skill portraying men and children, his female characters seem
limited to tragedy. In both "Fallen Nellie" and "The Misses Moses," plots follow the
characters' descent into loneliness and failure without the redemption offered to Watson's
men in "Visitation" a~d "Are You Mr. Lonelee?" Yet in all ofthese, his description of physical
sensation absorbs the reader into the mind of the narrator. The swift pace of the collection
may make this sensory acuity exhausting, however; he does not give the reader more than
half a breath before the next heartache.
Though Watson's collection dwells on melancholy, it succeeds in transferring a fresh
perspective on the muddiness of everyday life, carefully communicating what one of
Watson's characters calls "the inexplicable everyday, the oddness of being, the senseless
belonging to this and not that."
Watson is a professor of English at the University of Wyoming. His first collection of
fiction Last Days of the Dog-Men won several awards for first fiction, and Aliens won the
Mississippi Institute of Arts and Letters Award for Fiction.
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